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Description: 


As destruction and death wages on with the Clone Wars, Senator Amidala tries her best to fight for peace in a broken 
system. Separated from her husband and unsure of where others’ loyalties lie, Padmé also has to deal with a new 
secret on her own. 


Chapter 1 


Padmé’s stomach turned as Dormé braided her hair into a small silver headpiece. 
Breathing deeply, she looked out at the view of Coruscant from her window. While it made 
some sense to be nervous, this was not the first time she was introducing a bill to the Senate. 
But, it was the first time she was introducing one while they were entangled in a war. One 
that did not reflect many of Chancellor Palpatine’s wishes. 


Padmé smoothed down the velvet of her blue overdress and felt the intricately woven 
silver thread patterns. The patterns of her people. She closed her eyes and thought back to her 
time as Queen. She hoped that her people would be behind her now, even as she took a 
different approach from the one she used during the Trade Federation blockade. 


“Are you okay, milady?” Dormé twisted the last of Padmé’s hair into the headpiece and 
ensured it was secure before walking in front of the Senator to look into her eyes. 


Padmé wanted to smile and reassure her handmaiden that everything was alright, but she 
couldn’t force a smile, “I hope so,” she whispered. 


Dormé knelt down in front of her and grabbed both of her hands. She looked fiercely into 
Padmé’s dark brown eyes, “We are brave,” she assured Padmé, squeezing her hands tightly. 


“T’m glad you are with me, Dormé. I am so grateful for you. I’m not one to fear for the 
future, so this uneasiness is a new feeling to me,” Padmé felt her stomach turn again as she 
said those words. 


She instinctively reached her hand to her mouth, holding it there until she felt the wave of 
nausea pass. If this bill was against the Chancellor’s wishes, what power would it hold for any 
other Senators, even those who may agree with her? 


“You don’t look so well,” Captain Typho walked closer and looked down at her, brows 
furrowed. 


“T’m okay. It’s just nerves,” Padmé waved her hand and stood up. 


She looked perfect for the role she would play now. As she moved to look herself over in 
the mirror, Padmé could see that her light blue dress underneath the overdress moved softly 
like water while the overdress gave her more structure in her shoulders and neck. The silver 
headpiece flowed over her brow, marked with small pearls at various points. Her makeup was 
simple and focused on drawing attention to her eyes. Padmé looked stately yet kind. 


“You always do such a wonderful job,” Padmé said as she embraced Dormé warmly, “I 
could not ask for anything better.” 


She set her face and ignored the churning in her stomach before looking up at Typho. 
“T am ready.” 


Captain Typho and Dormé, clad in the same blues she wore, silently followed Padmé to 
the Senate floor. The mood was a solemn one for all and many of the Senators Padmé would 


normally greet gave her a grim nod before heading to their pods. The longer the Clone Wars 
went on, the more strained the Senate became. Those who were once close friends spoke in 
hurried whispers and some of Padmé’s closest connections barely acknowledged her, 
especially outside of the Senate floor. If she needed one more reason to hate war, this growing 
pain that everyone felt was more than enough. 


She went into her pod, but did not sit down. She turned her translator on and tried to 
assuage the constant turning of her stomach. Padmé knew the bill she was introducing by 
heart, but she took the time before the official call to read through it one more time. Warmth 
rushed through her as Dormé placed her hand gently upon Padmé’s arm. Padmé felt like 
crying, but instead glanced down gratefully to her aide. Dormé could read Padmé easily and 
knew what she needed in whatever moment they were in. 


Padmé closed her eyes and thought of those she was introducing this bill for. For Sabé, 
who had tried so hard to accomplish this on Tatooine and, of course, for Shmi Skywalker, the 
woman who would have happily embraced Padmé as her daughter-in-law, had she lived to see 
Padmé and Anakin’s love blossom. 


Chancellor Palpatine entered his pod and moved it into the center of the Senate Chambers. 
The hushed voices became silent immediately as he moved to open the Senate floor. A chill 
fell over Padmé as she watched him and Mas Amedda as they gave the normal introductions. 
While he was once a trusted advisor of hers, Padmé couldn’t shake the feeling that the 
Chancellor was thriving in an increasingly broken system while everyone else paid for it. Her 
attention was drawn back to what was happening on the floor as she heard her name, 


“Now, while we were going to welcome the Senator from Naboo, Padmé Amidala, today, I 
regret to say that something more pressing requires our attention,” Chancellor Palpatine said. 


Bile rose in Padmé’s throat. 


“As I know you are all well aware, the Clone Wars demands our immediate attention now, 
more than ever. Our brave troops and Jedi have been battling tirelessly—” 


Padmé felt so angry that she blocked out the Chancellor’s scripted diversion. Dormé 
placed her hand on Padmé‘s wrist again and looked up at her, worry coloring her face. Padmé 
shook her head. This was not just unfair to her, it was strategic. The Clone Wars had been 
raging for a month and none of the other Senators’ bills or motions had been delayed once 
they were placed on the schedule. Senator Amidala refused to be bullied or intimidated and 
swallowed hard before she moved her pod forward to the center of the room. 


“Chancellor Palpatine,” she interrupted his speech, “I must push back on this decision.” 


Her voice was strong and bordered on the voice she had used when she was Queen of 
Naboo, “My bill addresses a problem in the galaxy that has been ignored for too long. I do 
not deny that the war is important, but so are the daily lives for the people that we serve. 
While those people are losing their lives, their homes, and their families, there are many 
others who have been pushed into a barbaric system.” 


Senator Amidala had the whole Senate’s attention now and she pushed on, ignoring the 
look of mild annoyance on the Chancellor’s face, “People in the Outer Rim and now the Mid 
Rim are being forced into slavery to make droids, equipment, and weapons for the Separatist 
forces. Something that was once urgent has been made catastrophic by this war. We cannot 


wait for a time of peace to address this. As long as slavery exists, sanctioned or not by the 
Republic, the galaxy will never be at peace. Chancellor Palpatine, I urge you to please allow 
me to present my bill to this Senate today,” she finished strongly, looking to those who were 
often her allies on the floor. As she moved her pod back to its spot, she saw Bail Organa give 
her a curt nod. 


“Senator Amidala,” the Chancellor smiled, “I know I speak for all of us when I say that I 
admire your passion and drive for this important issue,” a murmur of agreement went around 
the room. 


“However,” he raised his hands to silence the discussion, “I know I also speak for many of 
us when I say that we cannot take our minds off of the war efforts, even for one moment. 
Once our troops and Jedi have what they need, then we must place our attention back on 
Senator Amidala’s bill. I don’t want to do it a disservice by not placing our full attention on 
it,” Chancellor Palpatine bowed his head respectfully to Padmé. 


Senators began to discuss more loudly around Padmé and it was all she could do to keep a 
mild look on her face. Her stomach flipped once more and, although she wouldn’t show it, 
she felt weak. 


“Senator Amidala, I assure you that your bill will be granted this Senate’s full attention 
and thought as soon as we finish this urgent business,” and with that, Chancellor Palpatine 
silenced Padmé with the support of most of the Senate. 


“Now, let us please discuss the important need that our soldiers have on the front lines. I 
have received countless reports that our clone numbers are dwindling against an ever- 
increasing droid army. Without the creation of more clones, we are sending our loyal and 
brave soldiers to their doom against armies more than twice their size,” the Chancellor said. 


Biting her lip, Padmé kept standing, but leaned against the pod for support. She felt more 
nauseous than before and she wasn’t sure if her legs would hold her the distance it would take 
to sit down. 


She knew exactly what Chancellor Palpatine was doing. The sooner that the motion for 
creating more clones passed, the sooner she could present her bill to the Senate. Padmé hardly 
ever felt anger, but she had more than she knew what to do with in that moment. If Chancellor 
Palpatine thought he could control her vote in such a way, he was sorely mistaken. She hoped 
that her allies would feel the same way as she. 


“Padmé,” Dormé whispered to her, “Sit down. You don’t look well.” 


Padmé gratefully took her aide’s assistance so she could sit down in her pod. Chancellor 
Palpatine offered the floor to the Trade Federation as Typho bent down to check on her. 


“T’m okay. Just...” Padmé didn’t know the words to use, “Disappointed.” 


As if on cue, her stomach lurched as she said the word, as if to remind her that it wasn’t 
just the Chancellor’s decision that was bothering her. Dormé skeptically looked at her as she 
helped to smooth down her overdress. 


“We can leave,” Captain Typho whispered. 


Padmé and Dormé both shook their heads at his suggestion, “I cannot leave. I must place 
my vote on this,” Padmé explained. 


She turned her attention back to the Senate floor and the Trade Federation’s support of 
creating more clones. She couldn’t believe that her fellow Senators were stupid enough to not 
realize that the amount of droids that were overwhelming the Republic armies were being 
created by the slaves she had mentioned. As the Chancellor made everyone feel like they 
were fighting off evil, it was seeping in, closer to Coruscant every day. 


Talk about the Clone Wars always made Padmé think of her beloved. Of course she cared 
for those on the front lines, her husband was one of the ones leading them. He saw more 
frontline battles than she ever dared think about. She watched the HoloNews as often as she 
could, but she was left with more questions than answers about his well being. 


In the inky darkness of night, when she could not sleep without him by her side, Padmé 
would close her eyes and reach out. She would search, as hard as she could, across the planets 
until she felt something. She didn’t know how to describe it, but she would keep searching 
until a small light would spark in her minds’ eye. It told her that Anakin was okay and only 
then would she be able to sleep. 


“We will now vote,” the Chancellor said. 


Padme shook her head and quickly pushed the “No” button on her pod when it prompted 
her, “Should the Senate mandate create 500,000 new clone units?” 


“Motion passes,” Chancellor Palpatine said a moment later. 


Padmé saw the representatives of Kamino shake each others’ hands as the Trade 
Federation smugly looked their way. Even though it should have been no surprise to her, 
Padmé’s optimism had wished for a defeat. How many more people had to die for them to see 
that this was not the way to resolve anything? She left the Senate building as quickly as 
possible and asked Captain Typho to take them back to her apartment. Dormé sat quietly by 
her side, but Padmé could tell that she was frustrated for her friend. Padmé had never been so 
happy to see her apartment’s landing pad. 


“T’m sorry, Padmé,” Dormé said quietly as they removed her clothing in her closet, “I can’t 
believe he didn’t allow you the floor.” 


“Well,” Padmé smiled sadly, “I did sort of take it from him.” 


Dormé laughed quietly as she left the room to fold the overdress and give Padmé privacy. 
Her nausea was unceasing now, so she opted to change into a more comfortable outfit that 
stretched and flowed with her movements. Padmé smiled at her foolishness in the mirror — 
she looked as bloated and ill as she felt. No way was she fooling Dormé. Padmé adjusted the 
gray top and pants, studded with small beads at the neck and waistlines, before exiting the 
closet. 


“T’ve secured the hairpiece in its case,” Dormé said as she helped Padmé take her braids 
out. 


“Thank you,” Padmé said, “I think I would like to rest now.” 


Her aide nodded in agreement, “I think that would be best for you. You have been working 
at all hours on that bill. I know this isn’t easy, but you will present it. I know you will,” 
Dormé’s friendship always instilled hope in Padmé when she needed it the most. 


“Thank you,” Padmé smiled at her friend and kept her composure until the door to her 
private suite was closed. Then, she ran to the refresher and vomited. 


Padmé allowed herself to relax further into the warm bathwater. Her nausea had calmed 
down, but it was still in the background, nagging at her. She hoped she wasn’t getting sick. 
Padmé could imagine the smug look on the Chancellor’s face if he found out she had fallen ill 
with something and was unable to push her bill back onto the floor. She closed her eyes and 
shook her head, promising to herself that she would not fall out of the focus of any Senator. 


Padmé rubbed her stomach absentmindedly as she stretched her legs out. The warmth of 
the water felt fantastic on her muscles, but it was nothing like the warmth of another person. 
Another soul, holding her close in her most vulnerable times. Suddenly, Padmé felt terribly 
alone. She leaned her head back and whispered her thoughts to Anakin, hoping that he could 
somehow hear her. 


She felt the tears build in her eyes, but refused to let them fall. It was no use crying about a 
situation that was out of either of their control. Padmé swallowed hard and looked back up 
into Anakin’s eyes, silently pleading with the galaxy to allow them to stay together. Anakin 
sighed and reached out to hold Padmé’s hands, but the comfort she normally felt from him 
was overshadowed by the worry in her heart. 


“I do not want this,” she heard herself whisper, “It is an insult that I must be separated 
from you in a war that I fought so hard against.” 


Anakin smiled sadly and drew her into his chest, his gloved hand warm on the back of her 
head, “I know, my love. None of us wanted this, but I must do what the Council has requested 
of me.” 


For a moment, Padmé felt the way Anakin had when he bore his heart to her on Naboo. 
What good was it to adhere to their roles in a situation that demanded bloodshed and pain? 
The most beautiful thing in the galaxy, their love and now their marriage, was hidden under 
darkness as they did what was requested of them. She wanted to tell Anakin not to go, to run 
away with her and live peacefully together, duty be damned. 


She closed her eyes and wept silently on Anakin’s chest. She knew he would follow her to 
the ends of the galaxy and give up everything for her. No matter how she wanted that, Padmé 
would not allow herself to be that selfish. The people needed the Jedi, more than she needed 
him. 


Anakin lifted her head to look into her brown eyes and quickly bent down to kiss away the 
tears on her cheeks, “I wish it could be any other way, Padmé,” he spoke and it sounded like 
a plea for her to release them both. 


She stretched up to his lips and kissed him sadly, a whisper of the passionate kisses they 
shared on Naboo and after the wedding. He wrapped his arms around her and kissed her 
back frantically, as if he could assuage her fears by loving them away. 


“When... do you... have to... depart?” Padmé mumbled against Anakin’s increasing 
intensity. He sighed and sucked softly on her bottom lip before he answered. 


“We leave at 0600,” he whispered before continuing his exploration of her lips and tongue. 
He drew her closer and Padmé felt her breath leave her as she tried to get every inch of him 
into her soul. She wrapped her arms around his waist underneath his cloak, her left arm 
rubbing up and down his lower back. 


They kissed once more before they broke apart. The sky was still dark, but dawn was fast 
approaching. The golden line of horizon that Padmé normally loved watching creep over 
never-sleeping Coruscant marked the ending of their time together for the foreseeable future. 
They had stolen away every second of time possible, but now it was over. 


Anakin’s holoprojector chimed and he begrudgingly pulled away from his wife, pulling up 
the hologram of Obi-Wan only when Padmé was out of sight and his surroundings were 
innocuous. 


“Yes, master?” Padmé heard him ask as she stared out at the speeders and rapidly rising 
sun. 


“Where are you, Anakin? We are departing shortly. This is no time for games, you know,” 
Obi-Wan’s voice said. 


“I know, master. I’m finishing up a bite to eat and I’m headed there now,” Anakin lied. 


“We are heading into a war, Anakin. I hope you’ve gotten enough sleep to —” Obi-Wan’s 
voice was cut off as Anakin ended communication and quickly walked back over to Padmé. 


“Be safe,” she pleaded, grabbing his Jedi robes and trying to imprint his appearance onto 
her brain. 


“Wait for me,” he leaned down and kissed her one last time before going to his speeder. 


Padmé tried to look strong as she watched him depart, but as he turned toward the Jedi 
Temple, she felt an immense break in her heart before numbness took over. She watched until 
she could see her husband no longer. 


She woke with a start, disoriented for a moment in the now freezing cold bathwater. 
Padmé’s heart hurt and she reached up to wipe a tear forming in the corner of her eye. As 
quickly as she could, she changed into her sleeping clothes and tried to push her memories 
into the back of her mind. 


“T can’t believe this!” she heard Dormé whisper angrily, “As if she doesn’t have enough to 
think about.” 


Captain Typho shushed her aide quickly, “If it’s not about Anakin, we don’t need to tell 
her about it. This will only make her feel worse.” 
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“What will?” Typho and Dormé spun around quickly to Padmé, arms crossed and face 
stern. 


“Tt’s really nothing important, milady,” Dormé reached to turn off the computer on her 
desk before standing up, “How are you feeling?” 


“Not great,” Padmé answered honestly. 


Dormé took the opportunity to change the subject, “Perhaps I could send for some 
chandrilan tea. Would you like me to ask C-3P0?” 


“Typho,” Padmé turned her attention to her security standing next to the desk, “What is 
Dormé hiding from me?” 


“No news on Anakin or the 501st tonight, milady.” If Padmé had been closer to him, she 
would have seen the tiniest drop of sweat form at his forehead. 


“Oh, for the galaxy’s sake! Please let me see my computer,” Padmé walked past both of 
her friends and turned the screen back on. Dormé sighed. 


The HoloNet news story was directly underneath another announcing, “Senate Votes to 
Increase Clones, Only 4 Opposed”. 


Naboo Senator Hits a New Low 


The Naboo Senator, often noted for her focus on fashion instead of politics, Padme 
Amidala, was silenced on the Senate Floor this afternoon. Amidala, who has long opposed 
movements to support the Clone Wars, tried to place focus on an unrelated bill today. Her 
diversion was swiftly silenced by Chancellor Palpatine, but it has left her constituents 
wondering if her focus will ever be on what is best for the people. 


“Senator Amidala used to only focus on how she looked. Then, she was focusing on 
Senator Clovis and their connection. Now it seems like she will do whatever she can to put 
the focus back on herself,” an anonymous source told us. 


Senators Bail Organa and Mon Mothma have also noticed the ugly change in Senator 
Amidala. Over the past weeks, their once close collaborations have seemingly ended, with 
neither Organa or Mothma communicating directly to Amidala. 


Other constituents are questioning the relationship between Senator Padme Amidala and 
Chancellor Sheev Palpatine. While he tabled her bill today, their close relationship in the past, 
not to mention their shared planet of origin, has caused some to question both of their real 
motives for serving in the Senate. 


Whether the Chancellor will allow Senator Amidala to present her unrelated bill in the 
future remains to be seen. 


“Unrelated bill?” Padmé asked incredulously, ‘Of course, their unknown source can report 
on everything except for what I actually said on the floor. This bill is completely connected to 
the Clone Wars! It’s the reason there are so many more droids, so much more death,’ she got 
up and began pacing around her apartment, “Why can no one understand how things link 
together?” 


“Milady,” Dormé tried to calm her down, but Padmé couldn’t hear her. 
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“No matter what my relationship is like with the Chancellor, it’s never enough for these 
‘news’ sources,” she put air quotes around the word news, “I’m too far away, I’m cold and 
unfeeling. I’m too close, now I have ulterior motives.” 


“Milady...” 


“And the worst part is that people actually read these articles. The citizens of Naboo, 
Coruscant, everywhere that has access reads the HoloNet and believes what it says!” 


“Padmé!” Dormé uncharacteristically raised her voice. 
Padmé stopped her pacing, surprised, and looked at her aide. 


“T’m sorry,” Dormé said sadly, “I thought this would be upsetting to you, especially after 
how the day has gone. Please, do not give it a second thought.” 


Padmé sat down on her couch and sighed deeply. Her emotions were racing through her 
veins, but she knew Dormé was right. 


“I’m sorry,” Padmé practically whispered, “I’m not feeling like myself.” 


“You seem to be acting like the same strong Senator we know,” Typho smiled at her, 
“People read the HoloNet, but they don’t believe everything on there. Your actions are what 
the people see, not the twisted view of a second and third party.” 


“T miss Versé. She would find that source in an instant. But... you’re right,” Padmé smiled 
up at him, “Some days it feels like I am not enacting any changes. I am pushing against a 
system that fails more every day, but no one sees that struggle. No one but you,” she smiled at 
Captain Typho and Dormé. 


“Those who truly know you, who truly trust you, see that,” Dormé sat down next to her, 
“Our people will never forget what you did for Naboo. Nor will all peoples in the galaxy 
forget what you have already done to end this suffering.” 


Padmé nodded and leaned onto her friend’s shoulder, a rare sight, even inside of her 
personal apartment. Dormé rested her head on top of Padmé’s and, for a moment, there was 
no Senator or aide, no Queen or handmaiden. Just two women who treasured each other’s 
souls. 


“So, will you trust us next time?” Typho joked after a couple minutes of healing silence. 


Padmé laughed as she got up to go to bed, “Not a chance. You have to keep me aware of 
the communications about me, even when they bring up the same old lies about Senator 
Clovis and I.” 


Padmé waved goodnight to her friends and as her door closed, Dormé whispered to Typho, 
“Damn, I was hoping she had missed that part.” 
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Chapter 2 


Her lunch of five-blossom bread looked delicious, but her stomach seemed to think 
otherwise. She had spent the last five minutes taking in the sights and smells of what was 
normally one of her favorite dishes, only for her nausea to stop her from eating it. 


“Ts there something wrong with the dish?” C-3P0 asked her for the second time. 


“No,” Padmé smiled at the droid, “It looks amazing, 3P0. I believe I have a small illness, 
that’s all.” 


“Oh dear,” the protocol droid hurried over to her, “Shall I call for a medical droid?” 


“You’re such a sweetheart,” she laughed and held the droid’s hand, “I’m okay, C-3P0. 
Really.” 


Padmé decided to push through and eat the meal, if for no other reason than to stop C-3P0 
from worrying about her condition. The stress of the bill and the events from yesterday was 
enough to make anyone feel ill, she reassured herself. 


The Senate would not meet today, so Padmé was taking the day to recover before she 
would go back and fight on the Senate floor again. The Chancellor would no longer have the 
excuse of extra Clones being more urgent now that the bill had passed, but she was sure that 
he could try and make up another excuse if he wanted to. There was no chance she was letting 
him push her bill to another session, though. If they had ever had the relationship Padmé once 
thought they did, he would know that about her. 


One of her guards chimed her comlink as she got up from the dining table. 
“Milady, there is a gentleman here wanting to see you,” the guard said. 

Her heart skipped a beat until she realized all of her staff would recognize Anakin. 
“Who is it?” she asked. 


“Senator Clovis. He says that he has an invitation to hand deliver to you,” the guard 
sounded unimpressed. 


Padmé sighed and thought about turning him away, but decided that reconnecting with 
Rush Clovis may help her to align herself with the Chancellor’s views, if in appearances only. 
Besides, at the very least he would be a welcome distraction. 


“Send him in.” 


Dormé raised an eyebrow at Padmé as she stood up to greet Clovis. She shrugged back to 
her aide. 


“Senator Amidala!” Senator Clovis happily walked into her apartment, dressed in a blue 
patterned collared shirt and dark brown pants. He looked quite nice, like he was dressed up 
for something, but she wasn’t going to tell him that. 
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“Hello Senator Clovis,” Padmé held her hand far out from her body to shake his. 


“T am glad to see you after what happened on the floor yesterday,” Clovis shook his head, 
“T am sure you felt frustrated, but I’m glad that we were able to get more Clones to where 
they are needed.” 


Padmé made a nondescript noise before asking her guest, “Shall we sit?” 
She sat in an armchair facing across from the couch where Senator Clovis chose to sit. 


“So, what brings you here today?” Padmé kept her voice light, but all business. Dormé 
stood behind her in a corner, watching carefully. Senator Clovis had never done anything 
specific to make her distrust him, but Dormé felt like he was someone who was better kept at 
arms’ reach. 


“T’m glad you asked,” Rush crossed his legs, “I am here to invite you to an event tonight.” 
“Tonight?” Padmé asked. 


He nodded and reached into his vest to retrieve an envelope. Captain Typho ran a scanner 
over the surface before allowing Padmé to handle it. 


“Still keeping your security tight?” Clovis asked as he looked up at Typho. 


“Always,” she said as she opened the envelope. Inside was an invitation to dinner at the 
Chancellor’s home, that night at 1900. “Well, this is unexpected,” she said. 


Senator Clovis chuckled, “I doubt someone as beautiful as yourself is ever surprised to be 
invited to special events.” 


Padmé looked up sternly, “Was the Chancellor too busy to deliver this himself?” 


Rush Clovis’ cheeks flushed as he looked away from Padmé’s gaze, “Not necessarily. I 
requested to give it to you.” 


“Because you were so worried about me yesterday?” Padmé stood up suddenly, “Well, 
perhaps your worry could have translated to support on the Senate floor.” 


“Senator Amidala,” Rush stood up quickly and bowed to her, “I meant no disrespect.” 
“Then what did you mean?” Padmé crossed her arms. 


Clovis seemed to be silently debating before he sighed and put his hands up in defeat. 
“Please, listen. You are an amazing woman. Every time I see you, I forget where I am. All I 
can see is you,” he looked back up into her eyes, “You can’t tell me that you’ve forgotten 
about our times together, when we both first started in the Senate.” 


“What does that have to do with anything?” Padmé was very close to asking him to leave. 
“T would like to escort you to the Chancellor’s dinner tonight,” he said. 


“T will be honored to enjoy your and everyone else’s company tonight when I arrive,” she 
said diplomatically. 


Clovis stepped closer to Padmé. She could feel Dormé shifting, ready to move, but she 
allowed it. He was still a comfortable distance from her, for now. 


14 


“Please... Senator,” he looked deeper into her eyes, “You cannot have forgotten our kiss at 
Monument Plaza, can you? Was that moment... the others we’ve shared, something so small 
in your life?” 


“T have not forgotten them. But they are in the past, where they belong,” Padmé looked 
away from him toward Captain Typho. 


Clovis stepped away, hurt, but she could not give him what he was looking for. 


“Thank you for the invitation, Senator,” she said as Typho and Dormé escorted him to the 
door. 


“T look forward to seeing you,” Clovis said, “Perhaps the past does not have to stay there.” 


Dormé groaned as soon as the door was shut behind the Senator from Scipio, “That man is 
persistent!” 


Padmé rolled her eyes, “Each time I think that we can focus on a professional relationship, 
he wants to push. I don’t know what more I can do to show him that I’m not interested.” 


“Stop taking his calls,” Typho said. 

“Or, even better,” Dormé smiled mischievously, “Tell Anakin about it.” 
“Dormé!” Padmé laughed, “I don’t want the poor man in the medical ward.” 
“Yet...” Dormé shrugged. 

“Come on, I need your help with my outfit for dinner tonight.” 


The two went to her room, laughing, as Typho contented himself with watching the traffic 
of Coruscant. 
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Dormé selected Padme’s headpiece first, one that was larger and more reminiscent of her 
days as Queen than her normal Senator style. 


She held up the silver and black piece with cascading chains down the sides to Padmé, 
“What do you think?” 


Padmé considered it for a moment before agreeing, “This dinner is a chance to bring 
people’s attention back to my bill. I want to make sure I stand out in people’s minds.” 


The two selected a beautiful black dress with a criss crossing design that began at the neck 
and ended in a full skirt. Padmé selected droplet earrings and a darker makeup look. Soon, 
Senator Amidala was ready to command the attention of the Chancellor and the Senators he 
had invited. Dormé placed the large headpiece on her long braided hairstyle. The headpiece 
sat in her brown hair perfectly, giving the illusion that the silver and black stars on it were 
floating above her head. 


“You look fearsome,” Dormé smiled at their handiwork. 
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“T feel unstoppable. Thank you, Dormé. Wish us luck,” Padmé kissed the cheek of her aide 
before leaving her apartment with Captain Typho and a small security detail. 


As she waited in the turbolift that would take her up to the Chancellor’s home, her nausea 
chewed at her stomach and head, but one would never know it looking at her. They walked 
down a long hallway flanked by floor to ceiling windows to get to the Chancellor’s home. 
The lights of Coruscant were beginning to glitter below as the setting sun turned the sky a 
fiery red. As they arrived at the front door, the Chancellor’s security opened it and bowed 
their head, “Senator Amidala, welcome.” 


As soon as Padmé walked in, she was transported to a world covered in greenery and calm. 
The normally dark-colored walls and furniture had been changed to greens and gold. Real 
vines and ivies were growing around the pillars and the walls. An elaborate fountain was the 
living area’s centerpiece and as Padmé got closer to it, she could see that it told the love story 
of Ve’surl and Marbrea, their features perfectly carved into the marble. Water trickled around 
their embrace down to a pond with Naboo scalefish that had been set into the floor. At the far 
end of the room, a beautiful wroshyr wood table, large enough for twelve, was set with an 
intricate tablecloth that matched the walls around it. Elaborate goblets and silverware 
shimmered in the dim lighting. Around the edges of the large room, tiny droid fireflies 
flickered. 


Padmé was astonished by the work that the Chancellor’s staff had done. It felt like she was 
in a very peaceful place, at least until the Chancellor approached her. 


“Senator Amidala,” he bowed his head to her and she returned the gesture, “I am so glad 
you could come tonight.” 


“Thank you for the invitation,” Padmé said, “Your home looks lovely.” 


“T figured we could all use a little less city and a bit more nature for this evening. Here, let 
me show you this,” the Chancellor walked her over to a painting that was hung above the 
head of the table. It depicted the Lake Country of Naboo in vivid detail. The artist’s skill 
clearly showed through as Padmé could practically hear the birds and smell the grass... and 
feel Anakin’s lips on her own... 


“Simply divine,” she told him honestly, “What beautiful artwork of our home.” 
“T miss it. 1 am sure you feel the same way,” Chancellor Palpatine turned to face her. 


“T do,” Padmé continued to look at the small details in the painting, including a cascade of 
Queen’s Heart flowing down the side of a building. 


“Perhaps some time there would help you,” the Chancellor pushed, “You have been under 
a lot of stress lately.” 


No way Padmé thought to herself before answering, “I appreciate your concern, 
Chancellor. But I know that I am needed here. Coruscant is a lovely place to serve all 
people.” 


The Chancellor forced a smile before turning his attention to someone behind Padmé’s 
shoulder, “Ah, Senator Mothma has arrived! Please excuse me, Senator Amidala.” 


16 


Padmé nodded at his leave, then let out a sigh when he was gone. She waited for a couple 
of beats before turning around to see Senator Mon Mothma at the front door. Slowly, Padmé 
looked around and identified a couple of other Senators who had arrived before her, including 
Bail Organa. As he selected a glass of Coruscant Cooler from one of the Chancellor’s 
protocol droids, Padmé realized she had two choices: to initiate a conversation or to hope that 
he would. The HoloNets were right about one thing: the unease that was felt continually on 
the Senate floor had dampened her relationship with Organa and Mothma. In that moment, 
she opted for the former, taking control of a situation that she simply could not ignore any 
longer. 


“Good evening, Senator Organa,” she smiled broadly at him. 


He smiled back and held his hand out to shake hers, “Hello, Senator Amidala. You are 
quite a vision this evening.” 


“Thank you,” she bowed her head before turning to the protocol droid and requesting a 
glass of Quanya instead of the alcoholic selections available. She looked back at Bail who 
was dressed in a handsome purple velvet shirt. Exhaustion seemed to have permanently taken 
over his face. 


“T am glad to see you here. I have missed speaking with you,” Padmé spoke quietly as the 
Chancellor passed behind her. 


“I have as well,” Bail looked over Padmé and waited until the Chancellor was further 
away, “I am sorry, Senator Amidala. Things have felt so... uneasy. It’s hard to know who or 
what to trust.” 


Padmé nodded and the stars in her headpiece sparkled, “Do not apologize. I understand 
why. But I also hope that times like this will bring those with a similar vision together.” 


Senator Organa looked down at her, “I worry that the Chancellor feels the same way.” 


She didn’t have long to think about this before their conversation was interrupted by 
Senator Clovis. 


“Good evening Senators,” he bowed to them, “I am looking forward to our dinner 
together.” 


Padmé could see a small look of irritation on his face as he glanced her way, but she 
pretended not to notice, “Good evening, Senator Clovis.” 


“Senator, if you have a moment,” he spoke to Bail, “I would very much like to discuss the 
hyperspace agreements you are considering between Raxxa and Alderaan.” 


Padmé left the two men to their conversation and walked around. She wondered if Clovis’ 
interruption had been purposeful or if he even had enough self-awareness to complete such a 
tactic. She stared absentminded]|y at the fountain as more Senators came into the Chancellor’s 
home until her thoughts were interrupted. 


“Tt’s a beautiful piece,” Senator Mothma walked up to her side and looked at the fountain. 


“Senator. It is nice to see you,” Padmé turned to face her, but the look in Mon Mothma’s 
eyes told her to turn her gaze back to the fountain so they could speak in relative privacy. 
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“This love story has always been one of my favorites. It begins so beautifully, but near the 
end, you wonder if all hope has been lost. It is only at the very end that you realize it has 
ended better than you could have hoped or imagined,” Senator Mothma said. 


“Tt is a nice story. But I worry that is all it is — a story,” Padmé sighed. 


“Stories tell us about ourselves. About those around us. They hold an inner truth that we 
are often unable to find or communicate in any other way,” Mon Mothma turned to look at 
Padmé now, her blue-green eyes meeting Padmé’s brown ones. 


Padmé felt like embracing the Senator, but chose instead to give Senator Mothma a small 
nod, “Your words of wisdom are healing to my soul, Senator Mothma.” 


In the moments that the two Senators looked at each other, they communicated more than 
they could ever say out loud. Not just their concerns about the Chancellor and the war, but 
their concerns for the Republic’s future, for the galaxy’s as a whole. 


“My esteemed colleagues,” Chancellor Palpatine interrupted their connection as he stood 
and addressed the full room, “I want to thank you all for coming here tonight. I have invited 
you here for a special dinner because I am in awe of your leadership skills and your insights. I 
hope that tonight, we can not only connect as colleagues, but as good friends.” 


Padmé had a hard time believing him as the Chancellor looked out among the carefully 
selected group of Senators he had brought together, pride swelling on his face. 


“Tf you will please make your way to the dining area, we can begin our evening together,” 
the Chancellor finished his welcome. 


The seating seemed to be random, but Padmé knew that it was strategic as soon as she 
realized she was seated with Senator Clovis on her left and Senator Mothma on her right. The 
Chancellor sat at the head with Senator Clovis on his right side and Senator Orn Free Taa on 
his left. The conversation began to pick up after the first dish, stuffed sharru mushrooms, was 
served. Padmé quietly listened to others around her. Her mind pulled at various ideas as she 
heard Senator Taa and the Chancellor discuss Ryloth’s upcoming Harvest Festival, Senator 
Organa and Senator Farr re-live a story of their hunting trip together on Rodia, and Senator 
Clovis ask Senator Mothma’s opinion of clone rights. 


“T’m sure Padmé has some thoughts on it as well,” Senator Mothma brought her into their 
conversation. 


“Of course,” Padmé sat back so that she could see both of them in her peripheral vision, “I 
don’t understand how clone personhood is still being discussed as if it’s debatable.” 


“Well, it is. The galaxy has never seen this vast amount of clones at all, let alone 
designated for one specific role. Their entire existence is as a tool from the very moment they 
were created,” Senator Clovis said. 


“What will become of them when the war ends? Certainly the manner of one’s birth does 
not dictate one’s entire life,” Padmé glanced at the Chancellor as she responded. He was still 
in discussion with Senator Taa. 


Senator Mothma nodded, “Senator Clovis, you bring up a good point. This is 
unprecedented in the Republic’s history. Let us think carefully about how future generations 
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will learn from the decisions we make on this and many other important issues.” 


Padmé watched Clovis nod his head thoughtfully, but before he could respond, Senator 
Mothma jumped in again, “This same concept of personhood is essential to what Senator 
Amidala is examining in her slavery bill.” 


Padmé glanced quickly at Mon Mothma, then turned to see that the Chancellor was 
listening closely to their conversation. Her heart swelled with gratitude; there was no doubt 
that the Senator from Chandrila was bringing up her bill now that the Chancellor was 
listening in. 


“I admire Senator Amidala’s dedication to this difficult issue,” Senator Clovis conceded, 
“But I just don’t know if it can be decided by us.” 


“Tf not by us, then by whom?” Padmé asked. 


Senator Clovis and the Chancellor looked at each other before turning back to Padmé. 
They were both silent, but Padmé could see the same look of annoyance glance over 
Palpatine’s face before he covered it with a look of vague interest. 


“The galaxy is complexly interconnected, whether we can see it or not. While one may 
focus on a single aspect of a war, or a people, or an issue, there are thousands more factors 
that are pieces of the puzzle. Creating clones merely as a tool of war ignores the long term 
questions that we now have to address. Focusing on the increase of enemy droids without 
understanding that an increase in galactic slavery has led to this outcome misleads us into 
believing that slavery must be addressed after war, not during. I speak from experience when 
I talk about our imperative to look at the larger picture in all discussions. Allowing fear to 
cloud your judgment during an invasion can vastly change one’s leadership and allies,” 
Padmé stared directly into the Chancellor’s eyes, not caring what any Senator around her said. 


It was only when the protocol droids came in to serve the second dish that Padmé realized 
the room was silent. She could feel everyone else staring at the Chancellor and her, but she 
did not back down. The Chancellor could use his authority to silence her on the Senate floor, 
but doing so in a more casual environment could cause others to question him. 


Finally, the Chancellor looked down and chuckled, “Senator Amidala, I really must echo 
what Senator Clovis has said. I have never met anyone with so much dedication.” 


When he looked back up at her, Padmé felt her blood freeze. His eyes were flickering gold 
with malice and anger, “I only hope that this personality trait does not affect you negatively 
some day. Some people are not as willing to listen to their detractors and enemies as you are.” 


Padmé felt Captain Typho stand closer to her as she continued to stare at the Chancellor 
until he redirected their attention to the second dish in front of them, a scalefish franikhad. 
Padmé felt Chancellor Mothma squeeze her leg supportively and the atmosphere around them 
began to focus on new topics of discussion. She continued to engage those around her, but 
kept her focus squarely on the Chancellor, even when she did not look at him. 


As the evening went on, it became clear that the seating was only one of many pieces that 
Chancellor Palpatine had manipulated for this evening. At first, Padmé had suspected that this 
entire event was created for him to bring his supporters and critics together in order to 
stabilize the Senate’s view of himself. Now, she knew without a doubt that this was what was 
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happening. She ate even though her sickness was amplified by the veiled threat that Palpatine 
had said in front of everyone and Senator Clovis’ constant conversation. If the Chancellor had 
thought seating her next to an ex-boyfriend would convince her to support his actions, he was 
sorely mistaken. 


It was odd to think back on how someone she trusted so much had tumed to these deceitful 
methods, but the more she thought about it, Padmé realized that this was not a new technique 
for the Chancellor. During the invasion of Naboo, when her people were dying in large 
numbers and her fear as a young ruler invaded her mind, he had used the situation to his 
advantage. Of course Padmé had trusted him; he was an experienced politician from her home 
planet and she was a young Queen who was dealing with things far outside of the normal 
realm of events for Naboo. The action and precision with which Palpatine now used for his 
own gain had been what had saved Naboo and her people. Still, Padmé couldn’t help but 
wonder what would have happened if she had not put forward the vote of no confidence in 
Chancellor Valorum. 


“T worry about what will happen on Ringo Vinda,” Padmé heard Senator Mothma explain 
to Senator Organa, “Now that the Separatists have been pushed out, there are reports of 
various factions trying to take over. The local people are starting to stockpile grain and fight 
against who owns the rivers, which is their main source of drinking water.” 


“What do you think, Senator Amidala?” Senator Organa looked at her. 


“A power vacuum is a delicate situation. We have to balance the people’s ability to govern 
themselves with the very real possibility that a fascist ruler could easily rise to power,” she 
answered truthfully. 


“Tf the people choose a fascist leader, who are we to stop them?” Senator Clovis asked. 
“No one chooses a fascist leader,” Padmé looked at him, “At least, not knowingly.” 


Senator Organa looked at her thoughtfully before turning his attention to Senator Clovis 
and Chancellor Palpatine, “I agree with Senator Mothma and Senator Amidala. This is an 
important situation that we must stay abreast of. Is there any way we can more closely 
monitor Ringo Vinda?” 


“Sending a delegation could be a sign of interference...” the Chancellor answered, but 
another way of nausea caused Padmé to lose focus. The protocol droids were bringing the 
dessert now, a fragrant meiloorun barafuraha, but all Senator Amidala wanted to do was go to 
the refresher and vomit. 


Instead, she sat up straighter at the table and continued to make her presence known, “I 
think we must communicate with those who have taken on leadership before we send anyone 
to the planet.” 


Surprisingly, the Chancellor agreed, “Absolutely, Senator Amidala. Clear communication 
will make the locals feel more at ease with our potential presence in the future. If those that 
the factions have chosen for leadership welcome us to Ringo Vinda, we can work with them.” 


They discussed the situation on Ringo Vinda for the rest of the dinner and Padmé watched 
as the Chancellor easily agreed with those who supported and those who often opposed him 
on the Senate floor. She almost admired the ease at which he could control every situation and 
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wondered if the other Senators watched him in the same way. At each moment that she felt 
like the Chancellor had truly slipped from democracy, he would reignite her trust in him with 
an agreement, a shared solution, or a wise word. 


Senator Amidala left the Chancellor’s home confused and exhausted. Captain Typho and 
the rest of her security detail walked with her in silence, for which she was grateful. Her head 
swam with the effort of keeping her nausea at bay in such an intense environment. Ultimately, 
Padmé was glad she had gone, but did not know how much effect her presence at the dinner 
would have on her bill’s viability in the Senate. Tomorrow would bring the answer. 
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The stars reminded him of a headpiece she had worn during one of their honeymoon 
evenings. Each one sparkled individually, but it was their collective shine that made the entire 
night sky beautiful. Anakin shifted on the hard ground as he lay, wide awake and thinking of 
his love. 


The chosen watch of troopers dotted the outskirts of their camp in their stark white armor 
while Obi-Wan snored quietly underneath his Jedi robes. Anakin closed his eyes and willed 
himself to sleep, but there was a pebble digging into his spine, the fabric he was using as a 
pillow was scratchy, and he was alone. 


The images of their battle on Falleen filled Anakin’s mind whether he was awake or 
sleeping, but when he thought of Padmé, he felt his body and soul relax. He hadn’t seen her in 
months and it didn’t look like he would be going back to Coruscant any time soon. They had 
both known that their marriage would be tested by this damned war, but knowing that ahead 
of time didn’t make it any easier to endure. Anakin tried to roll over to his side and cursed as 
another rock stabbed him in the ribs. Its sharp edges were a stark contrast to the softness of 
Padmé’s skin that he longed to hold. 


Anakin stood up and shook his dark robes off before carefully treading over the sleeping 
soldiers. Every muscle in his body screamed for rest, but the unease that was Anakin’s 
common companion had come back to haunt him. He leaned against a nearby tree and looked 
momentarily at his ship as he fantasized about flying back to Coruscant, just to see her. 


She would be asleep in her apartment, or perhaps engaged on the Senate floor, unaware 
that he had come back to the planet. Her dark eyes would sparkle with joy once she saw him 
and her warm arms would instantly wrap around his shoulders. Anakin closed his eyes as he 
thought about sharing a kiss with his beloved wife for the first time in so long. He could 
almost smell her perfume and feel the velvet warmth of her mouth on his. He would join her 
in the buttery soft sheets of her bed, or assist her in removing her headpiece, jewelry, and 
clothing until she was finally... completely... his... 


Anakin felt himself grow as he thought about making love to his wife in a warm bubble 
bath, on the balcony of her apartment, or in a speeder like they had the day they had returned 
from their honeymoon. No matter the location, her beauty caused him to lose himself 
completely. When he was with Padmé Amidala, all that mattered was the aching need in his 
heart to melt into her and cause inexplicable bliss to erupt in her body. 
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“Sir?” Anakin’s eyes snapped open to see a clone trooper standing in front of him. The 
trooper removed his helmet and looked at the Jedi, concerned. 


“Hey Rex,” Anakin rubbed his face and silently screamed at the interruption, “What’s up?” 
“T could ask the same thing. What are you doing awake?” 


Anakin couldn’t stay annoyed at Rex long. All of the clones had such respect and care for 
each of their fellow soldiers, Jedi included. 


“I’m alright. I just can’t sleep,” Anakin crossed his arms and looked back up at the stars. 


“When I can’t sleep, I think about my time on Kamino, before the war started,” Rex stood 
next to Anakin and looked up at the sky, “All of us were so new and unsure, but we had each 
other. I hold onto those memories when I want to get rid of others.” 


Anakin knew exactly what he meant. He felt like he was losing himself. Each memory of a 
time before the war was replaced with bloody images, loss, and multiplying wounds. His 
thoughts about Padmé weren’t just to make him feel better. He clung to them to remind 
himself that they really happened. 


“T miss her,” Anakin whispered, cautious of his sleeping Master nearby. 
Rex nodded and looked at Anakin, “She has to miss you too, sir.” 


They looked at each other for a moment before Rex spoke again, “Perhaps, when some of 
us go back to Coruscant to change posts, I could get a holoprojector from her.” 


Anakin’s heart leapt into his throat as he heard Rex’s suggestion, “Really? Rex, you don’t 
have to do that. I don’t want you to risk anything for me,” 


“[’m happy to, sir. It won’t be as good as really seeing her, but at least you can 
communicate,” Rex smiled at his General. 


Anakin was grateful for Rex’s discretion, but even more for his friendship. He clapped the 
clone trooper on the shoulder and gave him a smile, “Thank you so much.” 


Rex put his hand over the top of Anakin’s and returned his smile. 


The two soldiers stood side by side and continued to stare out at the stars. Both were lost 
in memories that they desperately hoped they could make more of. 
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Chapter 3 


Padmé felt much calmer as she entered her pod on the Senate floor the next day. Dormé 
had selected a striking gold and red dress with a strong silhouette and solid golden bands 
securing her hair into two pieces that draped down the front of her shoulders. There was no 
way anyone could ignore Senator Amidala today. Sure, she had spent the better half of the 
night before vomiting, but no one was any the wiser when they looked at Padmé today. 


As Chancellor Palpatine and Vice Chair Mas Amedda opened the Senate floor Padmé 
silently begged for them to make the right decision. 


“Now, the Senate recognizes Senator Amidala, representing Naboo, as she introduces an 
important bill for us to consider,” the Chancellor said. 


Padmé could hear Dormé breathe out a sigh of relief as she moved the pod into the center 
of the floor. 


“Thank you, Chancellor Palpatine and Vice Chair Amedda,” Padmé nodded toward them, 
“And thank you to the Senate for allowing me to introduce my bill today.” 


She took a deep breath in and ignored the whispering of the Senators around her. She 
thought of the look in Anakin’s eyes when he brought his mother’s body back to her home 
and buried her. No child should suffer the burden of a life in slavery, nor of feeling that they 
must save their parents. 


“My fellow Senators, the bill I am presenting today addresses an issue that has been 
ignored for far too long. While we see war and suffering on the HoloNet every day, there is a 
different kind of suffering that has been concealed for millennia. This concealment benefits 
those who buy and sell people as if they are materials and not individuals with rights. Slavery 
has long been outlawed by the Republic, but this illegalization has done nothing to address 
the real problem.” 


The Senate’s whispers turned into murmurs as they heard Padmé’s accusation of their 
inaction, but she pushed on. 


“T know the fact that our solutions thus far have been ineffective affects you as it does me. 
In the past, slavery was rampant among the Outer Rim planets, but it is spreading inward as 
quickly as it can. The war has only given more cruel people the incentive to use others to 
create battle droids, weapons, and other materials for the Separatists. Now, we are hearing 
reports of slavery happening in the Mid Rim planets. Must slavery come to the doorstep of 
Coruscant for us to take action?” 


Padmé saw Bail Organa lean over and whisper to his advisor as many other Senators did 
the same. She felt hope grow in her chest as her speech seemed to have the desired effect on 
her fellow politicians. 


“In order to end slavery, we must address the root issues,” she brought the attention back 
to herself, “We cannot simply pass a law that millions of people are willing to ignore for their 
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own gain. Slave owners have grown in size and power due to the fact that their very 
economies encourage slavery as a legitimate trade. For many, slave owning is the only way to 
create wealth for their families and communities. For others, the newfound appeal of fulfilling 
Separatist requests has brought them respect and support from a powerful military. No matter 
the situation, slavery comes from an inability to place one’s needs above oneself. We must 
focus on educational programs and economic incentives for the planets that have been built 
on slavery. We must focus on outreach and humanitarian aid for the planets that are beginning 
to be poisoned by it. And we must publicly support and aid the planets who openly oppose 
and fight against slavery. This is what my bill is about.” 


Padmé took a moment to breathe as she watched the Senators around her. Each one, save 
for the Trade Federation, had their full attention on her. It was time for her conclusion. 


“Some of us have had the chance to meet people in slavery. I believe all of them would 
echo what I will say: it is the most heartbreaking thing you will ever experience. To watch a 
person be used for someone else’s wills with no ability to defend themselves, nor choose their 
own path in life, is imprinted on my mind forever. There should never be a child who goes to 
sleep hungry and bruised. There should never be a mother raped and tortured by a master. 
There should never be a father broken and destroyed to his last breath. Please, if you agree, 
help us to take the first step toward a future without slavery. Vote yes on my bill.” 


The Senate floor was full of conversation as Padmé waited in the center for any questions 
or criticisms to come her way. Like clockwork, she watched as the Neimoidians from the 
Trade Federation made their way to her. 


“Senators please,” Lott Dod raised his voice to be heard, “Please, we must think more 
skeptically about this. No one is denying that slavery is a terrible thing. But Senator 
Amidala’s idealism clouds the details of her bill.” 


Padmé bit her lip as she fought to argue with him in front of the others. Her interruption 
the last time the Senate met could already be a negative for some who were considering her 
bill. She thought back to her decorum classes on Naboo and tried her best to appear open and 
relaxed. 


“Thank you, Senator Dodd, for paying close attention to the details of my bill,” she said 
kindly, “Could you please explain the finer points that you disagree with?” 


“Quite simply, Senator Amidala, it is too expensive! Perhaps an education program on one 
or two Mid Rim planets would be doable, but the aid that you are asking for is simply too 
expansive. We cannot afford to spend so much, especially while we are at war.” 


“T understand your concern, Senator Dodd, but I urge you to look again at my bill. You 
will notice that the aid, education, and other things I’ve mentioned work in a tiered timeline. 
The most urgent will be given the precedent, with the others possible at later stages. This way, 
the cost is focused on where the most effect will be had,” she smiled at him. 


“Are there any other questions or concerns?” Chancellor Palpatine asked the Senate floor. 
Padmé felt relief come over her as Senator Organa’s pod came to the center. 


“T agree with Senator Amidala. This is an important and timely bill. I support it fully,” he 
smiled kindly at her before going back. 
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Mon Mothma’s pod came forward, “I second Senator Organa’s support.” 


Padmé felt as if she could cry with happiness. To have both of them show their support 
openly on the Senate floor meant so much for this bill, but it also assuaged many of her fears 
of where their loyalties were. 


Chancellor Palpatine waited for another moment for any additional questions or thoughts 
until he opened up the vote on Padmé’s bill. Lott Dod moved his pod back to his place, 
muttering about the cost. Padmé moved hers back as well and quickly voted. 


Once they were introduced, most bills were voted on fairly quickly. Senators received a 
packet each evening with the bills that were upcoming so that they had time to read them in 
detail. Because of this, the introduction mostly served as a way to vocally convince Senators 
as to why they should support the bill. Padmé hoped she had done that well enough, but the 
longer voting drew out, the less hope she had. 


Fifteen minutes later, one of the longest voting periods that Padmé had ever experienced in 
the Senate, the voting was closed. The anti-slavery bill was lost, with a count of 1,007 against 
and 993 for. It was one of the closest losses a bill had ever had, but Padmé still felt her heart 
ache as she read the results. 


Dormé placed her hand on her arm as Padmé closed her eyes and tried to fight the tears. 
She had failed. No matter how hard she fought, how she fought, she kept failing over and 
over. She finally understood how Anakin had felt as he had fallen to his knees in front of his 
mother’s headstone. Completely and totally powerless. 


“Bill failed. I’m sorry, Senator Amidala,” the Chancellor looked briefly over at her before 
the next introduction, “We now welcome Senator Mothma, representing Chandrila, to the 
floor.” 


Padmé opened her teary eyes to see Mon Mothma’s strong demeanor come forward and 
address the Senate. She sat down to listen, hoping for something good to come of this session. 
Dormé passed her a handkerchief, which she gratefully took and used to dab her eyes as 
covertly as possible. 


“Thank you, Chancellor Palpatine. And thank you, my esteemed Senators. I come to you 
today with an emergency bill that has been drawn up due to a worsening situation on Ringo 
Vinda. As you may be aware, the Separatist forces have been pushed out of the planet.” 


Cheering and applause filled the chambers, but Senator Mothma desperately waved for 
silence, “Yes, yes, a great victory indeed. However, Ringo Vinda still desperately needs our 
help.” 


Padmé studied the older Senator’s stature and speech to try and learn from her. Perhaps 
Padmé’s style was too divisive and cold and this was why she was having such problems. She 
listened intently. 


“This defeat has created a power vacuum that many leaders among the native people are 
willing to fill. However, not every leader has service to their planet in their mind. We have 
been receiving reports of unrest that have grown in intensity up to the transmission we 
received late last night,” Senator Mothma pulled out a holoprojector that was able to be 
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transmitted from the large screens around the room. A blue projection of a group of native 
peoples appeared. They looked exhausted and terrified. 


“Senator Mothma... please. We were told we could reach out to you. We need help. There 
are battles happening everywhere, worse than when the Separatists had control. People are 
damming rivers and lakes to take away drinking water. Others are burning grain and food 
stockpiles. Those who said they would lead are killing each other and our people. We need 
help... please...” 


The transmission was interrupted by a loud explosion, then it cut off. The atmosphere was 
somber as Senator Mothma placed the holoprojector back into her pocket. Padmé felt more 
tears spill. So much death and destruction... in every part of the galaxy. 


“As you can see, the situation is dire. The people of Ringo Vinda are dying and they will 
rip each other apart unless we do something. At first, I felt that we should not interfere until 
we made contact with their leaders, but now that they have reached out to us, I feel that we 
have no choice. We must address this humanitarian crisis before Ringo Vinda is lost forever.” 


“Thank you, Senator Mothma,” Chancellor Palpatine bowed his head sadly, “And due to 
the extreme circumstances, I am approving this bill through my emergency powers.” 


Padmé understood his decision, but it didn’t make it hurt any less. Of course, the people of 
Ringo Vinda needed help immediately. But how many short term emergencies could the 
Senator use as an excuse to exercise complete power before the systemic issues utterly 
destroyed any democratic processes they had left? 


“Thank you Chancellor Palpatine,” Senator Mothma looked shocked, but bowed her head 
in thanks to him, “In that case, I need at least three Senators to accompany me to Ringo 
Vinda. We need those skilled in democratic negotiations who can also defend themselves in a 
war-torn area.” 


Padmé thought for a moment, then stood and walked to the front of her pod, “I volunteer, 
Senator Mothma.” 


Dormé and Captain Typho looked surprised at her decision, but Senator Mothma gratefully 
accepted. Padmé sat back down as more Senators volunteered after her, starting with Senator 
Clovis immediately after her. 


“Are you sure?” Captain Typho leaned over to her, “This is a dangerous situation you’ll be 
going into.” 


“T know. But I can’t just sit by and watch. I have to help these people. They didn’t choose 
to live in a perpetual battlefield. I have the luxury of choice,” Padmé whispered back. 


Once she made up her mind, it was very hard to convince Senator Amidala otherwise. 
Typho and Dormé both knew this, but the speeder ride back to Padmé’s apartment was full of 
their questions and worried interjections when she tried to explain herself. 


“Your blaster training may not be enough,” Captain Typho argued, “I’m not sure how 
much of a security detail will be allowed on a humanitarian mission like this.” 
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“We will discuss it with Senator Mothma,” Padmé answered back calmly. 


“Senator Clovis volunteered right after you. Do you really want to deal with him on top of 
the stress and danger this will bring?” Dormé asked. 


“T can handle him,” Padmé put her hand on top of Dormé’s. 


“You haven’t been feeling well. Ringo Vinda will have barely enough medical aid for its 
injured, let alone for anyone who may be sick,” Typho pointed out. 


“T’m not made of ceramic, Captain,” Padmé looked out the speeder’s window. 


“What if you are hurt? We could never live with ourselves,” Dormé’s voice broke and 
Padmé quickly looked to her friend. 


“Please, listen to me. I must do this. I have sat for months in my apartment and poured all 
of myself into bills that will never be passed. I cannot sit for one more day as I try to fight 
within this system. I must go and make a difference. If for no other reason than to prove to 
myself that it is possible,” Padmé held both of her aide’s hands in hers and allowed her 
emotions to come to the surface. 


Captain Typho landed the speeder at Padmé’s apartment before turning around and putting 
his hand on Padmé’s shoulder. She held Dormé close and reached out to touch Typho’s hand. 
Some days, the injustice and pain of it all felt so heavy that Padmé wasn’t sure if she could 
get out of her bed. In the privacy of her speeder, the three of them cried and cursed the 
Senate’s decision until they felt a bit lighter. 


She laid in her bed that night and felt her stomach chur as it had for many nights before. 
It was late, but the exhaustion that had overtaken her was more emotional than it was 
physical. Her mind couldn’t stop. Padmé turned over on her side and looked at the light of the 
city that never slept as it was filtered through her shades. When Anakin was with her, he 
would wrap his left arm around her as she laid on her side. If she moved in the night, he 
would rearrange himself to make sure that they were always touching. 


Some nights he would wake her up with his restlessness, but Padmé never let him know. 
Instead, she would feign sleep in order to appreciate every inch of her husband’s body. At 
times, he would come back from the refresher and she would breathe in his scent deeply, as if 
her nose could hold it for all time. She would hear his mechno-arm move as he pulled the 
covers back over them and she would roll over to hold both of his hands, even as the metal of 
his right arm would send a chill through her body, just to show him how much she loved 
every piece of him. 


Padmé’s heart felt as heavy as it had the day that she had said goodbye to Anakin. While 
he was risking his life every day, she was failing to help. She knew that Anakin would 
disagree and remind her of all the good she had already done, but it felt so small in 
comparison to the sacrifices that he made. 


She knew that the mission to Ringo Vinda would be dangerous. Perhaps more than she had 
been willing to admit to Typho and Dormé, but she was going regardless. Senator Bail 
Organa had also volunteered and Padmé hoped that, at the very least, this would give her 
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more time to reconnect with him and Senator Mothma. Dealing with Senator Clovis was 
something she didn’t want to think about any more than she had to, so instead Padmé thought 
of potential strategies they could use to come to a peaceful resolution. 


But the night brought about a different part of Padmé, one that would emerge whether she 
was with her husband or not. Her mind was exhausted by the day’s events and there was still 
so much to discuss before any strategy for Ringo Vinda could be agreed upon. Whether she 
wanted it or not, her mind wandered back to her husband. She had no idea where in the 
galaxy he was, but there was a tiny possibility that the Jedi were responding to the same 
power vacuum. Perhaps they would join forces with the Senators and work together with the 
people of Ringo Vinda. And perhaps one of the Jedis sent would be her Ani... 


Padmé laughed out loud at her ridiculous fantasizing, but it gave her a sense of peace that 
she had been sorely lacking. She blamed it on the hormones that accompanied her upcoming 
period, but Padmé knew that her love for Anakin was something inexplicable. 


She closed her eyes and reached down to touch herself as she thought of a time that her 
love for Anakin had grown beyond what she had thought was possible... 


The flight back to Coruscant had been uneventful so far. Anakin placed Padmé’s Naboo 
Royal Starship into autopilot and leaned back in his chair. Padmé admired him in the stark 
lighting of her ship — every part of his muscular arms was visible in the sleeveless shirt he 
had chosen to wear. It was uncommon to see her husband without his Jedi robes covering 
every part of her body and Padmé felt a tingle of excitement rise up her spine as she gazed on 
parts of him that were normally hidden. 


Anakin felt her gaze and turned, “What?” 


Padmé giggled quietly and shook her head, but didn’t break her gaze with his gorgeous 
blue eyes. 


“What? Why are you laughing?” Anakin asked, wiping his face and fixing his short hair. 


“I’m not laughing at you. I’m laughing at myself,” she stood up and stood next to him. She 
leaned down and rubbed his chest before whispering in his ear, “I’m laughing at how 
hopelessly in love I am.” 


A wide grin broke out on Anakin’s face. She loved that smile more than anything. The past 
week together on Naboo had been the most relaxed and happy that she had seen him and she 
worried that it would end once they landed on Coruscant. 


They both knew what would happen soon, but neither of them spoke of it. The afterglow of 
their marriage, their lovemaking, their time together, was the only thing either wanted to 
treasure. 


Anakin stood up as well and placed his hand on the back of Padmé’s neck, “I am so 
hopelessly in love, too.” 


He kissed her lips softly and she sighed happily. Padmé wrapped her arms around his 
waist and brought him closer to her. She reciprocated his kiss and soon it became more than 
an innocent peck. Anakin began to kiss her more fervently, as if he couldn’t get enough of her. 
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Padmé felt the tingling in her body multiply as she opened her mouth for his tongue. She 
nibbled gently on his lower lip and pushed herself further into her husband. 


Anakin moaned and broke away from their kiss to nuzzle his face into Padmé’s neck, “Not 
fair,” he whispered against her hair. 


“What?” she feigned ignorance, even as she began to rub herself against his growing 
manhood. Anakin moaned again and tangled his fingers into her hair before pulling her back 
to his mouth. 


“You know what,” he whispered against her lips before biting them. Padmé reached for his 
left hand and placed it on her breast. 


The ship continued to navigate itself to Coruscant as the newlyweds enjoyed each other in 
every possible way. Padmé rubbed her hands over Anakin’s entire body, feeling the strength of 
his back, the soft skin at his collarbone, and the beads in his Padawan braid. Anakin, so 
influenced by his emotions as he was, pushed his wife against the wall and kissed her 
hungrily. 


Padmé loved the way he could so easily lose himself when they were together. At times, it 
almost frightened her, but she also treasured it. She encouraged him by rubbing her hand 
over his pants, grazing her fingers over his cock. Anakin growled into her mouth and she felt 
bliss wash over her body. To have a strong Jedi, the Chosen One, no less, lust for her body, 
her mind, and her very soul was something Padmé never wanted to lose. 


She broke away from Anakin. Confusion filled his eyes until she grabbed his arm and 
dragged him to the back of her ship, where their sleeping quarters were. His blue eyes 
glittered with excitement and desire as he turned and said, “C-3P0, R2 — take care of the 
ship,” before closing the door behind them. 


Padmé touched his collarbones gently before pulling his shirt off. The sight underneath 
was indescribably beautiful. His tanned skin was the color of warm honey. The muscles that 
ran along his arms, his chest, and his stomach were begging for Padmé to run her tongue 
along every inch of him. And his eyes... oh, his eyes... 


She grabbed her husband and pushed him onto the bed, unable to wait any longer. No 
matter how often they did this, Padmé found herself wanting more and she knew Anakin felt 
the same way. He laid down on the bed obediently and pulled her on top of him. It was his 
turn to explore her body. He gently pulled down the straps of her dress, relishing in the 
softness of her skin, until her breasts were exposed. Anakin sighed happily and reached up to 
rub both of them. His mechno-arm was stronger than his left and he took advantage of this, 
using it to squeeze and twist her nipple as his left gently caressed the skin of her other breast. 
Padmé groaned and used her arms to keep herself upright on his chest. 


Anakin pulled the rest of her dress off over her head before pushing her onto the bed. He 
got off and began pulling his pants down before he paused. 


“What?” Padmé asked. 
“You’re not wearing any underwear,” Anakin pointed to her and smiled. 


“T need to wash them,” she smiled mischievously at him as she reached down and began to 
rub herself. 
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“Good excuse.” Finally free of his clothing, Anakin jumped back onto the bed and hovered 
over his wife, “Let me help.” 


Padmé closed her eyes as she felt his fingers make their way down to her soft folds. He 
began achingly slow, rubbing her labia and clitoris lazily as he kissed her neck. They had 
learned much of what the other liked in their short time on Naboo and Padmé knew that he 
was teasing her with his methodically slow exploration of her pussy. She felt the wetness 
between her legs grow as he began to rub small circles on her clitoris. He moved his kisses 
down, to her breasts, to her stomach, to her inner thigh. Anakin kissed her gently before he 
used his tongue to open her. 


Padmé groaned as he explored her with his tongue and fingers. The warmth of his mouth 
on her gave her goosebumps as he alternated between licking her clitoris and pushing his 
tongue into her. His right arm held her butt in place as he became more aggressive. He 
pushed his tongue onto her clitoris, rubbing it exactly the way she had shown him, and 
pushed a finger into her wetness. 


Anakin could not hold back any longer. The slow pace that he had teased his wife with was 
driving him mad. He pushed his finger deeper into her as her soft walls tensed around him. 
He began to pump in and out of her as his tongue flicked over her clitoris. The room was 
filled with Padmé’s moans and cries as he pushed another finger into her and his pace 
increased. Her body moved up and down on the bed and her breasts bounced deliciously as 
Anakin settled into a rhythm of pleasuring her in every way possible. Padmé felt her pussy 
tighten on his fingers as he added a third. Her clitoris felt as if it was going to burst and she 
couldn’ think of anything but his name as she cried, “Anakin, Anakin... oh...” 


He pulled out of her pussy and looked into her eyes as he licked her juices from every 
finger. Padmé ached. She wanted more of him. Anakin began to push his fingers back into her, 
but she grabbed his arm. 


“No, come here.” She dragged him up to her mouth so she could taste herself on his lips. 
She swallowed every bit of her flavor as she began to stroke his hard length. She swiped her 
thumb over his tip to feel the pre-cum that was coming from his tip. If she let him keep going, 
he would make her cum, but she had another way that she liked to orgasm even better. 


Padmé took control and pushed Anakin down onto his back. His cock stood straight up, 
anxiously awaiting her. She continued stroking it and began to kiss the head. Just as he had 
teased her, she was going to do the same. Padmé went painfully slow, kissing every inch of his 
shaft and head before lightly licking it. Anakin moaned and laid his head back as she swirled 
her tongue around the head, but didn’t place him in her mouth. She pumped harder and licked 
his balls, reveling in his manly taste. 


Anakin reached down and placed his hand on Padmé’s. He pushed her head toward his 
cock, but she did not open her mouth. 


“What do you need, my love?” she teased and smiled against his shaft. 
“Please... Padmé...please,” was all he could get out. 


She decided she had had enough fun torturing the poor man and placed her mouth around 
his cock. Anakin groaned loudly as she began to lick and suck his length, playing with his 
balls as she pumped it into her mouth. Padmé would never admit it to anyone but Anakin, but 
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she loved sucking his cock. Just the thought of it made her wet and the act itself caused her to 
quiver uncontrollably. She changed her pace between frantically fast and lovingly slow, 
enjoying every moment of pleasure on her husband’s face. 


She felt him grow even harder in her mouth and knew that he would not last much longer. 
She pushed the entirety of him into her mouth, relaxing her throat, until she pulled it out. 
Padmé looked at her handiwork. His entire cock was soaked and leaking pre-cum. She 
grinned and went up to kiss his cheek lightly. 


“What would you like now, angel?” Anakin whispered into her ear. 
“All I ever want is your love,” Padmé whispered back. 


She straddled him and angled herself so that she could rub her clitoris over his hard cock. 
The lovers moaned as she applied just the right amount of pressure. The stimulation of her 
clitoris felt astounding and he was getting soaked not just in her salvia, but now by her wet 
pussy. She rubbed harder, driven by the desire deep inside, until she felt the familiar fluttering 
that signaled her orgasms. 


“Anakin, I’m going to—” Padmé moaned as she grinded herself harder onto his shaft. A 
moment later, she threw her head back and moaned loudly as her orgasm infiltrated every 
part of her body. Padmé held herself over her husband as she came onto his cock, muscles 
contracting and face flushed. Anakin reached up and pulled her face down to his own as she 
moaned against his lips. Watching his wife’s pleasure made Anakin happier than anything 
else in the galaxy. He held her tightly against him as she came down from her orgasm, but the 
glint in her eye when she looked at him meant that they were far from done. 


The two kissed sweetly and did not break apart as she lined his head up with her entrance. 
Padmé relaxed down onto his cock as she sat, enjoying the feeling of fullness that washed 
over her. She moved down slowly until she was completely seated on him. Anakin looked at 
his entire length buried in her and groaned. She smiled and began to ride him, reaching back 
to play with his balls as she fucked herself on his cock. Anakin played with her breasts and 
watched as his beautiful wife took his entire cock again and again. Pressure built in him as he 
gripped her hips and pushed upward into her. They found a perfect rhythm together, slamming 
him into her warmth. 


The sensual sound of their skin pounding together, along with Padmé’s flushed face gazing 
down at him sent Anakin over the edge. He wanted to stay like this forever, making love to his 
wife and fucking her in every way imaginable, but his cock was begging for release. 


“Padmé...you have to slow down...” he gasped as she continued to ride him. She began 
grinding on him in circles, smiling as she played with herself. 


“T can't... I’m going to—” 


“Let go, Anakin,” Padmé grinned at him as she rode him mercilessly. Anakin laid back and 
did as she said, taking in the sight of his wife being fucked by his cock, until he grabbed her 
hips to keep her still. He groaned and shot his cum into her, spurting wave after wave of it 
into her warm pussy. Padmé moaned as she felt it enter her and waited until Anakin’s cock 
stopped twitching. 
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His hair tousled and forehead sweaty, her husband was in complete bliss. Padmé couldn't 
help but feel proud as she pulled him out of her and went to snuggle by his side. 


“You’re so beautiful. I can’t hold myself back,” he said against her cheek before kissing it. 


“Good,” Padmé smiled against his lips, “Thankfully we still have a ways to go before we 
reach Coruscant.” 


Anakin’s eyes opened wider as he looked at her, “Do you mean...?” 
“Let’s take a nap first. You’ll need your strength for the next thing I want to do to you.” 


Anakin chuckled warmly as he pulled Padmé onto his bare chest. They fell asleep, 
unconcerned with their nakedness and mess that they had made. Their desire’s scent filled the 
room as the ship flew on. 
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Chapter 4 


Even though they had packed together days before, Dormé busied herself with double and 
triple checking the Senator’s suitcase. Normally, Padmé would be traveling with her beloved 
gowns in multiple suitcases, but this was not a normal situation. Everything that her aide and 
she had chosen was for defense and agility. Padmé wore dark brown leggings with a tan- 
colored tunic, which concealed the multiple blasters she had secured on her utility belt. Her 
suitcase was full of medical supplies, rations, and changes of clothes that were as utilitarian as 
the outfit she wore now. 


The only personal items she packed were absorptive pads, as she was expecting her period 
any day. Before the Clone Wars, Padmé was on suppressant shots like most women on 
Coruscant, but the Senate had asked for women not in active war zones to go off the medicine 
if they were able, to provide more rations. Padmé had been more than happy to give up her 
medicine for someone who needed it more. 


Padmé knew that Dormé was nervous. Captain Typho had received Senator Mothma’s 
approval to accompany Padmé, but he was the only one. Senator Mothma explained that the 
less people who arrived, the less the people would feel like they were being invaded. Padmé 
agreed with her choice, but Dormé felt like a trapped animal. She would stay behind with the 
droids to ensure Representative Binks had all that he needed to represent Senator Amidala on 
the Senate floor. 


She held Dormé’s arms and whispered into her ear, “We are brave, remember? I need you 
here. I need you to ensure my absence is not felt by my fellow Senators. Please support 
Representative Binks in any way he needs.” 


Dormé nodded and kissed Padmé’s cheek. A tear threatened to fall down her cheek, but 
she wiped it away before the Senator could see it. 


“Be safe, milady,” Dormé hugged her friend tightly. 
“You too.” 


The sun of Coruscant was just emerging over the horizon as Senator Amidala and Captain 
Typho arrived at the large ship that would transport everyone to Ringo Vinda. Senator 
Mothma and her security captain were checking people in on arrival, which included a 
security screening. Senator Organa sat nearby, speaking to his wife on a holoprojector as his 
security captain stood guard behind him. Senator Tundra Dowmeia was talking quietly with 
his aide, Cellheim Anujo, who he had chosen to bring along instead of a security officer. 


Everyone except for Senator Clovis was here. 


After they went through the security screening, Captain Typho quickly assisted with 
packing materials into the cargo hold. Padmé bowed her head to Senator Mothma and her 
security Captain before boarding the ship. It was completely empty, save for some 
maintenance and astromech droids who were going through their pre-flight checklists. If only 
she had a holoprojector with Anakin’s current channel... 
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Soon, everyone was aboard the ship. As the stars began to fly past them, Padmé felt the 
emotions that she had hidden for Dormé come to the surface. She had been in dangerous 
situations before but, for some reason, she felt more worried for her safety than ever before. 
Even during the battle of Geonosis, Padmé had felt capable in her abilities to keep herself 
safe. It felt much different this time. She closed her eyes and tried to rest as they made their 
way toward Ringo Vinda. 


“Hello Senator Amidala,” her nap was interrupted an hour later by Senator Clovis sitting 
down next to her. 


“Oh, hello Senator,” she readjusted herself and looked at him through bleary eyes. 


“Senator Mothma is going to debrief us on the details in the conference room. Ready?” He 
stood up and held his hand out to help Padmé up. She took it gratefully, but quickly pulled it 
away from him when she realized he wasn’t going to let go on his own. 


She could have sworn Clovis sighed in frustration before leading her to where the other 
Senators were. Senator Mothma sat in front of a large holoprojector showing a 3D map of 
Ringo Vinda, along with important facts and figures. At each chair was a folder filled with 
documents important to their mission. 


“Hello, Senator Amidala,” Bail smiled at her kindly, “Are you alright?” 
“Just tired,” Padmé sat down, pushed her hair back, and listened closely. 


“There are currently three main factions on Ringo Vinda: the Kimsrals, the Waterstrikes, 
and Vestige. Each of their leaders are as diverse as their beliefs and missions,” Senator 
Mothma began to explain. 


“Conrell Kimsral, the leader of the faction named after him, was a human merchant before 
aligning himself with the Separatists.” A projection of a tall, gangly man with short brown 
hair appeared in front of them, “Now that they are gone, he wants to use the capital and 
influence the Separatists provided him to make sure he continues to benefit in any 
circumstance.” 


“Ryalle Tantald is the leader of the Waterstrikes.” Kimsral’s image was replaced with that 
of a plump woman with striking red hair and tattooed features. “As their name implies, they 
believe that water is their most important resource. Whoever controls the water controls the 
people. They are damming more rivers each day.” 


“Finally, there is Brettro Farr.” Senator Amidala saw the final faction leader, a tall man 
with dark brown skin and a shaved head. “His faction is called the Vestige. They are less 
confrontational than the other two, but still want control. As far as our reports can tell, he is 
drawing strength from reminding the people of their customs and traditions that existed 
before the Separatists invaded.” 


The holoprojector went back to the image of Ringo Vinda and Senator Mothma sat back in 
her chair, “Thoughts?” 


The room was silent as everyone thought carefully. Padmé read over the packet of 
information, looking for any similarities between the faction leaders. Besides the fact that 
they had been raised on Ringo Vinda and endured the Separatist invasion and subsequent 
defeat, she couldn’t find anything. 
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“How many people are in each faction?” Senator Clovis finally asked. 


“Good question. Ringo Vinda has 1.2 billion people. Obviously, most of these people are 
not directly involved in the factions, but they are suffering the consequences. The closest 
estimates we can provide are about 20,000 soldiers and supporters for each faction,” Senator 
Mothma replied. 


“They’re that evenly matched?” Padmé asked, surprise in her voice. 


“Not exactly,” Mothma clarified, “That is the minimum we believe are in each faction, but 
we also believe that the Kimsrals may be much larger than that. It’s difficult to tell, even for 
the local people, who is on whose side.” 


Padmé chewed on her lip as Senator Organa spoke up, “Do the Kimsrals want the 
Separatists back? Were they upset by their defeat?” 


“No. They hated the Separatists and the independence that was stripped from them. 
However, those who were richer did enjoy the comforts of what the Separatists provided, 
such as larger imports and technology. We think that most of these rich people are aligning 
themselves with Kimsral for that very reason.” 


“Do you think it is possible to bring all these peoples together?” Senator Dowmeia asked, 
“Ts one united group even what the planet wants?” 


“You bring up a good point, Senator Dowmeia,” Mothma nodded at him, “I believe our 
experience on Coruscant may make us too narrow-minded in possible solutions. Perhaps a 
Chancellor and Senate structure will not work here.” 


“T think I know what may,” Padmé said. Everyone turned to her, but she turned to look at 
Clovis, the Senator from the Banking Clan, instead. 


“What drives people’s actions more than anything?” she asked him. 


“Money,” he smiled knowingly at her. 


Senator Mothma had explained their presence during the transmission before they received 
clearance to land on the east side of the planet, but Conrell Kimsral still looked skeptically at 
all of them. Each Senator was armed and they had decided to be fully open with this. They 
allowed their security forces and aide to stand far back next to the ship. The more they could 
create trust with each group, the better their chances were. 


“You’ve come to help, you say. Yet I do not see any reason to trust politicians who are here 
only after the damage of your soldiers has been done,” Kimsral said. 


“Tt is not in the nature of the Galactic Senate to interfere with each planet’s sovereignty. 
But your people have reached out to us. They’re in dire need,” Senator Clovis said. 


“T see...” Conrell paced in front of them, his warriors standing watch behind him, “It is not 
in the nature of the Senate to interrupt sovereignty... then why did your soldiers attack?” 


Padmé swallowed hard. He had a good point. 
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“The Separatists were tearing your people apart. Using them as nothing more than tools, 
than fodder, for their droid factories,” Senator Organa said calmly, “Are you telling us that the 
Separatist occupation was a decision on your people’s part?” 


Conrell looked down at the fertile green ground before answering, “While it may not have 
been a decision initially, it still greatly benefited us.” 


Everyone stood still and waited for him to speak again. Padmé knew that what he truly 
meant was that the occupation had benefited him , but she did not dare say so. 


“Either way,” Conrell placed his hands on his hips and looked back at them, “What we 
have currently is not working. Perhaps you can help fix the mistakes you’ ve made.” 


Padmé bowed her head thankfully, “Thank you, Sir Kimsral.” 


“Follow me,” he said and Padmé followed, with the rest of the Senate and security behind 
her. 


Conrell took them inside a large warehouse building, still decorated with Separatist colors, 
and Padmé scanned the room slowly. She was ready to pull out her blaster at any moment; 
who was to say it wasn’t a trap? 


“This is the base of our operations.” He showed them various makeshift areas: a hospital, a 
cafeteria, beds and eating areas. There were people of all ages talking, staring at them, or 
enjoying a meal. Children ran about, unaware of their dire situation, playing with old droid 
parts. 


“Every person and family here has sworn loyalty to the Kimsrals,” Conrell explained, 
“They agree with my vision for the planet and are willing to do what it takes to get us there.” 


“Do you mind telling us how many there are?” Senator Dowmeia asked him warily. 


“A bit over 2,000 here, but we have more warehouses and other Separatists facilities under 
our control. At the latest count, we approximate that 50,000 people have sworn loyalty to the 
Kimsrals.” Padmé could tell he was proud of this. 


“Are all the others in different factions?” she asked. 


Conrell shook his head, “Some are, but we also have a very large population of people in 
the center of Ringo Vinda. They have not sworn loyalty to anyone.” 


Conrell Kimsral continued to show them around and the Senators were getting a much 
better picture of the situation overall. The people of Ringo Vinda had never been united under 
one banner until the Separatist occupation, but what defined each group’s loyalties had vastly 
changed after. 


“T believe we can run just as efficiently as the Separatists,” Kimsral explained to them over 
portion bread, “There is no reason we cannot use their facilities and our space station to 
export massive amounts of materials. I want to create something great for Ringo Vinda. This 
plan will make us more powerful, gain us allies, and let us have representation in the Senate.” 


“But at what cost?” Padmé reminded him. 
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He looked at her and Padmé was surprised by the warmth in his amber eyes, “At whatever 
cost the people deem sufficient.” 


They ended their time with the Kimsral faction the next moming after convincing Conrell 
to join a peace treaty conversation. No security forces, no blasters, and no ulterior motives. 
The treaty was scheduled in three days’ time in the best neutral zone the Senators could think 
of: their ship. 


Traveling West to the Waterstrikes proved more difficult than they had thought. The 
Senators had opted to use local transportation, riding small open-top speeders so as to keep 
their ship designated as the peace treaty symbol. But the weather was very poor and they were 
riding directly into an oncoming rainstorm. 


As water pelted down the sides of Padmé’s face, undeterred by her goggles and helmet, 
she thought wistfully of the warmth in Anakin’s arms. She reminded herself how much worse 
these people had it, but that didn’t stop her from wishing that she was somewhere else. A 
normally difficult situation was made much more trying by the fact that she had to hide her 
vomiting on their travels and the longer her sickness went on, the more she had to admit to 
herself. Her absorptive pads sat in her pack, unused, and Padmé knew more than she wanted 
to say, even to herself. 


They stopped for the evening and sheltered under large trees. They were still a half day’s 
journey from the Waterstrikes. Padmé held herself in her bedroll as Captain Typho stood 
watch and she began to drift to sleep only after she thought of her husband. 


“Tomorrow,” Anakin whined into Padmé’s neck as he held her close in her apartment. 


“Oh, Ani. We knew this was coming,” she rubbed her hand along his back as she felt her 
neck grow wet with his tears. 


“I know,” he choked and pulled her closer to him, his dark Jedi robes wrapped around 
both of them. 


Their arrival back to Coruscant had forced Padmé and Anakin to go back to their normal 
routines with a new secret that threatened to change everything. Padmé found herself 
wondering about her new husband and his emotions while she was on the Senate floor. 
Anakin found himself thinking about the best opportunity to sneak away and see her every day 
in the Jedi Temple. While he was supposed to be meditating and focusing on the war efforts, 
he would grow hard at the thought of what they had done the night before. While she was 
supposed to be studying the packet for the next meeting, Padmé would focus on the sounds 
outside of her apartment and jump up as soon as Anakin entered her apartment. 


One evening he had entered, a crooked grin spread over his face and grasping something 
in his hand. 


“Anakin, your braid!” Padmé noticed immediately and ran over to hug him, “You did it! 
You’re a Jedi Knight!” 


Anakin picked her up and spun her around before opening his palm. He was holding a 
beautiful golden pendant. Inside of it was his padawan braid, encased in a carbonite disk. 
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“It’s beautiful,” Padmé gasped as he moved to clasp the necklace on her neck. She touched 
it softly and hugged him as soon as it was on her, “This is for me? Truly?” 


“It’s not much. You know, the Jedi and our rules about possession. I can’t give you things , 
but I can give you a piece of me,” Anakin kissed the top of her head, “It looks good on you.” 


“T will treasure this, along with my japor snippet necklace, forever,” she had wrapped her 
arms around him and kissed him deeply. They had felt as if they had all the time in the world, 
and they took every moment of it that night. 


Now they held each other close as the idea of such a distance between them hit both of 
them. Padmé grasped the back of Anakin’s head, his hair growing longer since his Padawan 
braid had been cut off, and allowed him to cry freely onto her. 


“Anakin,” Padmé pulled his face up to hers when she heard that his crying had lessened, 
“It’s okay. It will be okay. I am always yours, no matter where you are in the galaxy.” 


Anakin nodded and wiped his tears off with his robe, seeming embarrassed by his show of 
emotions. Padmé grabbed his hands and held them tightly as she looked over his face. She 
felt her heart break as she saw the pain and frustration on his face. She wanted to do 
anything she could to get rid of what he was feeling for him. 


Suddenly, Padmé grasped his face and pulled him to her, throwing them off balance. 
Anakin kissed her back fervently as he used the Force to stop their fall, levitating them inches 
off of the plush carpet floor. 


Unexpected laughter bubbled from Padmé as she pulled the collar of his Jedi robes to her, 
breaking his concentration. They fell onto the ground, his weight pressing into her 
momentarily before he lifted himself up. 


“What is happening?” Anakin sounded stern but she could tell that he was grateful for the 
distraction. 


“It’s not tomorrow yet,” she kissed the lobe of his ear softly before pulling at his pants. 


Unlike their previous times together, their motions were erratic and frantic. They both 
knew this would be the last time they could have one another for who knew how long and 
there was not a moment to waste. Anakin eagerly yanked down his pants before reaching 
underneath Padmé’s dress and groping her breast over her bra. Padmé ran her hands 
underneath his tunic and tabard to worship his muscles. She lightly traced patterns over his 
skin as Anakin voraciously devoured her neck, shoulders, and ears. 


Padmé thought briefly of the long collared clothing he would force her to wear tomorrow, 
but the sensation of Anakin marking her as his left no room for frustration in Padmé’s brain. 
She let out a small moan as she grasped his manhood below. There was still too much 
clothing, too many things in their way. She yanked his robes and tabard off before their lips 
collided again and Anakin gratefully took the message, pulling off her dress as quickly as 
possible. 


The cool air of her apartment on her skin excited Padmé further and she pushed her way 
on top of Anakin. He grinned as he used the Force to unclasp her bra, “You sure like being in 
charge, don’t you?” 
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“No...” she grinned, then leaned over to kiss his cheek and suck on his earlobe. She loved 
to hear him moan her name, to know that she was all he could think about, and she continued 
her assault on his ear and neck as he pulled her underwear down her legs. She was utterly 
soaking, as she always was when she was with him. Her slick wetness soaked through 
Anakin’s underwear as she began to grind on him. 


“Padmé,” Anakin groaned as he rolled them over onto their sides, “I love you so much.” 


“I love you, too,” she playfully bit at his mouth before they kissed again. The kisses they 
shared now were more passionate than before, if that was even possible. An animalistic 
instinct took over them and Padmé couldn't keep track of what was up and what was down. 
All she could feel were Anakin’s hands exploring every inch of her body as she tried to 
memorize how he felt and smelled. His mechno-hand began to rub her pussy as he pushed her 
down onto the carpet. His cock was finally free of his underwear and Padmé admired how 
hard she made him. 


“If I look into that beautiful face of yours, I’m going to cum in an instant,” Anakin gripped 
her hair in his left hand as his right began massaging her clitoris. Padmé gasped at the 
unexpected intensity of her husband’s actions. She couldn’t decide which she loved more: her 
or him being in charge. 


“Close your eyes,” she smirked at him as he pulled her hair tighter and tried to fight 
against the growing flutters in her stomach. 


“T have a better idea,” he kissed her sweetly before turning her onto her stomach, hand 
still twisted in her hair. Padmé felt her face go red as she realized that her husband could see 
all of her from that angle, her wet pussy and tight asshole were available for his enjoyment. 


Anakin sucked in air behind her before he used his right hand to adjust her legs. Kneeling 
in front of him made Padmé feel completely exposed and she loved it. She felt his gentle 
pressure on her quickly grow harder as he urged her wetness to drip on the carpet below her. 
He used her slick to rub long, aggressive motions across her labia, swiping once or twice at 
her clitoris before moving back. A couple moments later, Padmé felt the heat of his tongue on 
her sensitive asshole. He had never done that before! 


“Anakin!” she gasped, looking back to see his face completely buried in her, hands hard at 
work. He licked faster and focused his hand’s attention on her clitoris. Padmé felt herself 
approaching an orgasm. The sensation of both of her holes being pleasured was too much for 
her to hold back. She continued to watch her husband until he looked up, locking eyes with 
her. She could swear he was grinning as he ate her ass and pressed a finger into her. 


Moments later, she was coming onto his hand, the cold metal providing a delightful feeling 
inside of her. Anakin adjusted his grasp in her hair so that it was harder and he pulled on it 
gently, bringing her ear to his mouth. 


“Are you my good girl?” His voice, husky and dark, asked her. Padmé could feel his cock 
at her entrance, waiting. 


She nodded vigorously, wishing more than anything that he would take her any way that he 
wanted. She didn’ have to wait long for her wish to be granted. Anakin flicked her clitoris 
once more before pressing himself into her. At this angle, his size felt even larger than usual 
and a groan escaped Padmé’s mouth before she could stop it. 
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“That feels nice, doesn’t it, my good girl?” She could hear the smile in Anakin’s voice. 


“Yes, Anakin, it feels really good. You feel so deep — ah!” Padmé moaned as he began to 
push himself deeper into her until he was completely enveloped in her soft folds. His balls 
pressed against her clitoris, the pubic hair stimulating it in a way she had never experienced 
before. 


“When I’m gone...” he let go of her hair and used both of his hands to hold her hips, “I 
want you... to think of this...” Anakin gasped as he fucked his wife on the floor of her 
apartment. 


Padmé’s breasts swung as she was taken from behind. It took all her strength to not cry out 
in pleasure, but she knew if she did, she would alert all of Coruscant. The open window next 
to them was enough of a thrill as it was, and as she looked out at it, Padmé could swear she 
saw some speeders slow down. 


The thought of people taking in the scene of a Jedi Knight mercilessly fucking a Galactic 
Senator, his wife no less, caused Padmé to spill even more onto the carpet. Anakin growled as 
he felt the increase in her arousal and scratched his fingers over her lower back. She couldn't 
hold back anymore — Padmé closed her eyes and let go of any decorum she had left. She 
moaned loudly as Anakin rapidly pushed himself into her, deeper than she could have 
imagined, only to pull out and start over again. He grabbed her hair again and Padmé found 
herself screaming, “Yes, yes... like that!” It was the hardest he had ever fucked her, but she 
loved giving him the ultimate power over her. 


As heat built in her stomach, Padmé tried to focus on keeping her arms underneath her for 
support. Anakin had practically picked her up and was impaling her on his cock so intensely 
that she thought she may pass out from the pleasure. Just as she closed her eyes and braced 
herself for another orgasm, Anakin pulled out and released his hold on her hair. 


Padmé gasped and turned around quickly to see her husband, cock sopping wet, smiling at 
her. 


“Why did you stop?” she half whined. 


Anakin scooted toward her and kissed her passionately, sweat dripping from his forehead 
onto hers. She kissed him back enthusiastically, but when she went to grab his cock, he 
stopped her. 


“Come here,” he stood and helped her up. He led her to her, well, their bedroom, and 
closed the door behind them. 


“TI love fucking you from behind, but I need to see you now. I need to remember every detail 
of you before I go,” he begged as he laid her on the bed before getting on top of her. 


“Anakin...” she felt like crying and kissed his already swollen lips. 


There was nothing more she could say to make him feel better, so she focused on what she 
could do instead. She took him in her hand again and this time, he didn’t refuse. She pumped 
his cock gently, swiping her thumb over the head each time she reached it. As she did, she 
tried to commit what he looked like to memory. His eyes closed in enjoyment as she jacked 
him off. His hair was starting to curl at the ends and his long lashes flickered against the pink 
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flush of his cheeks. Padmé had never seen a more handsome person and she knew that no one 
else would come close to his beauty. 


She moved her gaze down to take in his shoulders, his stomach, and the smattering of hair 
that grew darker and denser as it encircled his belly button and led down to his cock. His hips 
bones were angular but soft and the skin on his thighs, so often unexposed, were open for her 
to kiss and bite. 


“Padmé—” she was interrupted by a loud moan from his supple lips, “I’m going to—” 
Anakin pulled her hand off of his cock and moved away from her on the bed for a moment. 


“You don’t want to cum?” She asked him. Truthfully, she had been so distracted by looking 
at him that she hadn't even noticed the telltale signs of her husband coming to the edge. 


“Of course I do. But not on you,” he turned back around and grinned, “I don’t want to 
leave a mess.” 


Padmé giggled and took his head in her hands. She placed her forehead on his and, for a 
calm moment, they breathed in each other’s air as the space between them felt nonexistent. 
Anakin kissed her and, yet again, the frantic need for one another exploded in each lover. 
Padmé held on tightly to his taut back as he pushed her onto the bed and towered above her. 


A moment later, his hard cock was pushing into her for the second time and Padmé threw 
her head back onto the pillow. Anakin grunted and grasped her breasts as he rutted into her, 
his breath coming in short gasps. Padmé felt his head slam into the back of her over and over 
and closed her eyes, unable to exert any extra energy than enjoying his intense takeover of 
her body. 


Just as Anakin lifted her legs up onto his shoulders, something emerged in Padmé’s mind. 
She opened her eyes and was greeted by the delightful image of his sweat-slicked face utterly 
infatuated by her sopping pussy. 


“Anakin,” she managed to get out, “My suppressant shot.” 
“Nnng?” he asked, unable to form a coherent word. 


“I’m not taking it anymore,” she half moaned as he continued his rapid motions inside of 
her. 


“ll... pull out...” he gasped, looking down at her and biting his bottom lip before he 
fucked her harder. 


They both knew that was a lie as soon as it exited his lips. There was too much want, too 
much need between the two of them to deny the ultimate pleasure of Anakin cumming into his 
wife. Padmé knew it was wildly irresponsible, but she also knew that she needed it. She 
needed anything of him that she could hold onto when he was gone. He would try his best, but 
she knew the same need grew moment by moment in his heart. 


Anakin grasped her breasts as he sat up further. At this angle, he could easily see his cock 
moving in and out of her warm pussy while he felt the weight of her legs on his shoulders. 
Watching himself fuck his beautiful angel was his favorite thing to do. He changed his speed 
so that he could watch his cock move slowly, each inch being lost inside of her, before 
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watching it ram in and out of her at an astounding rate. He pushed hard against her until he 
could push no further and leaned over her. 


Padmé turned to kiss his left forearm, then his right, before reaching up for his lips. They 
enjoyed each other’s mouths as Anakin played with her breasts and pussy while he stayed 
buried inside. He couldn't believe how much arousal poured out of his wife and the feeling of 
it soaking his balls and thighs combined with the tightness of her around him pushed him over 
the edge. 


Anakin held her hips frantically as he pounded into her, over and over, wetness slapping in 
the air, until his eyes fluttered closed and he began to cum into her. Wave upon wave of 
precious release washed over him as he shot his load into her until he remembered — 


“shit!” he pulled out and the rest of his cum sprayed out over Padmé’s body and the bed, 
“Shit, Padmé, I’m sorry,” he jumped up. 


“It’s okay,” Padmé laughed and got up, scampering to the refresher to clean herself up. 


“No, it’s not. You told me and I... why didn’t you tell me before?” Anakin went to the 
doorway. 


“I forgot. And, honestly, I didn’t want you to pull out.” Padmé confessed. 


Anakin’s blue eyes widened as he heard his normally logical wife say such a thing. He 
went over and kissed her head, “Why not?” 


“I want every piece of you I can have,” Padmé looked at him seriously in the mirror. The 
two stared at each other for a long time until she went back to cleaning up her chest and 
stomach. 


Later, when they were going to bed, Padmé would have more pieces of Anakin, each more 
than she thought she could handle. Their need to be connected across the galaxy superseded 
any rational thought. 
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Chapter 5 


The next morning greeted them with significantly better weather and the Senators arrived 
at the Waterstrikes’ location faster than they expected. Ryaale Tantald was there to welcome 
them, clasping each of their hands and inviting them into the makeshift buildings they had 
created. 


“As you can see,” Ryaale’s gravelly voice explained, “All of our buildings are built 
specifically along the Vauxsano and Cobalt rivers. These two provide the large majority of 
our water on Ringo Vinda. This allows us to keep an eye on them.” 


Ryaale wasn’t kidding. Not only was her behavior and personality more aggressive than 
Conrell’s had been, but everywhere Padmé looked she was greeted by soldiers standing guard 
with large blasters. 


“What of the people who do not align themselves with your faction?” Senator Dowmeia 
inquired. 


“They can purchase water from us as soon as they get their leaders under control,” Ryaale 
laughed. 


Padmé was beginning to see a pattern. While each faction leader explained their views in a 
way that benefited the people of Ringo Vinda, each of them seemed more concerned with 
themselves far more than any leader should. 


“Did the people have to purchase water previously?” Padmé looked at Ryaale’s tattooed 
face. 


“No.” She admitted. 
“Not even during the Separatist occupation?” Padmé pressed. 


“Listen. Those assholes may have given us free water, but they destroyed everything else 
on this planet,” Ryaale glared at Padmé. 


Padmé backed off and allowed her fellow Senators to discuss the matter more. Ryaale 
seemed to have taken a liking to Senator Dowmeia more than the others and she took the time 
to show him their water treatment area where pebbles and other sediment was removed before 
the water was distributed for drinking. 


The Waterstrikes were a significantly smaller faction than the Kimsrals, but they made up 
for their lack of size in their strategies. It was obvious that the Waterstrikes were very proud 
of the technology they had created that allowed them to gather and distribute the freshwater 
rivers in a new way. Padmé only wished it was being used to benefit all peoples, not to 
generate a profit. 


They said goodbye to the Waterstrikes that evening and chose to travel north to the Vestige 
faction. There was so little time left before the peace treaty conversation and Senator 
Dowmeia had convinced Ryaale Tantald to join them. Regardless, traveling during the night 
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was dangerous and Padmé felt jumpier than her usual self. Her unease must have been 
obvious to Captain Typho as he chose to fly his speeder closer to hers than usual the entire 
time. 


The sun had risen by the time they arrived to the northern part of the planet where Brettro 
Farr and his people were. The cave system that the Vestige was using was massive, with 
hundreds of entrances as far as the eye could see. This area was more desolate than the humid 
forests from before and Padmé couldn’t help but think of Tatooine as the sand crunched 
beneath their feet. 


“Welcome,” Brettro bowed to the Senators, “I hope your arrival here is a good sign.” 
“As do we,” Senator Organa said truthfully. 


“You must understand our distrust of outsiders. We cannot even trust our own people now, 
it seems,” Brettro sighed. 


“We greatly appreciate your hospitality, Sir Farr. We are only here to get a better 
understanding and to see if we can help,” Senator Dowmeia explained. 


Brettro was the easiest to communicate with. As he took them into the caves Padmé was 
struck with the respect and kindness that his people gave him. He seemed to truly be the 
people’s leader and would stop to talk with anyone that grabbed his attention. 


“We have taken great care to preserve our spiritual and historical items by keeping them in 
these caves. Some people see no value in these things, but for me and my people, they are the 
most important thing we have,” Brettro explained to the Senators as they went deeper into the 
caves. 


Padmé’s breath was taken away when they stepped into a large opening. Surrounding them 
on all sides were glass boxes of varying sizes and shapes, but the more impressive sight was 
what each box contained. There were ceremonial robes, ancient texts, tiny figurines whittled 
from wood, and massive plaques engraved in gold. Everywhere Padmé looked, she saw the 
history of Ringo Vinda that the Vestige was desperately trying to cling to. 


“Keeping all of this safe must be a massive undertaking,” she almost whispered. 


Brettro nodded, “There are many cave rooms like this one that are filled with important 
spiritual and cultural items.” 


He walked over to what she was currently looking at. 


“This is the chalice of Jaa Alcyorr, our first ruler. Ringo Vinda was uninhabited before his 
vision of bringing humans to a new world took root. We were a small but mighty people and I 
am told that he ruled us kindly,” he looked adoringly at the gold and amaralite material. 


“Those items you showed us are just as valuable as water or manufacturing facilities,” 
Senator Clovis spoke up as they continued their tour of the caves. 


“T wish the Kimsrals and Waterstrikes saw it the same way. These items may be just as 
important, but they cannot quench my people’s thirst. They cannot ensure safety for their 
families,” Brettro’s shoulders sagged as he said that. 
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“What would you do to ensure your people and Ringo Vinda’s history were safe?” Senator 
Mothma asked. 


Brettro Farr looked at her, hope dancing in the comers of his dark eyes. 


“Anything.” 


The air on the ship was thick with unease and distrust as each person arrived for the peace 
treaty meeting. The Senators had strategized extensively on seating to put each participant at 
the most ease as possible, but just being around each other seemed to make each faction 
leader on edge. 


“Thank you all, from the bottom of our hearts, for coming here,” Senator Mothma said 
once everyone had sufficient time to glare at one another across the table, “I know this is not 
easy to be here, but we believe it will greatly help all of your people.” 


Ryaale snorted, “We will see about that. Is your solution to create a new occupation?” 


Senator Organa shook his head, “Absolutely not. The people of Ringo Vinda do not want 
to be united under one banner, do they?” 


Each faction leader shook their head. 
“Then they will not be,” Senator Organa finished. 


“But the war and killing has to stop,” Padmé said, “It may help one faction in the short 
term, but in the long term, it harms all of you much more than any benefit that could occur.” 


“How do you know?” Conrell asked her. 


“Sir Kimsral, you have control over the Separatist facilities and space station. You want to 
export materials and gain allies, correct?” Padmé watched for his nod before she continued, 
“Tt will be very difficult to gain any other planet’s trust when you are busy killing the 
occupants of your own. Not to mention that exports are only useful if they allow you to 
purchase materials for your own people. How much will you truly need, or be able to 
produce, if half of the planet is dead?” 


Conrell Kimsral looked down thoughtfully, so Padmé took the chance to continue her 
momentum. 


“Miss Tantald, you believe that whoever controls the water controls the economy, right?” 
“Can’t do much if you don’t have water,” Ryaale agreed. 


“By your own admission, your people can use the water you distribute for free, but those 
who are not loyal to the Waterstrikes cannot. If people are dying constantly, who are you 
going to sell the water to? Will you go back on your own people’s trust and charge them once 
everyone else is dead?” 


Ryaale opened her mouth to respond, then closed it again and glared angrily ahead. 


“Sir Farr, your dedication to Ringo Vinda’s culture and spirituality are truly valuable to all 
people. Without the work the Vestige has done to preserve it, it could have all been destroyed 
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by the Separatists. Your people deserve safety, water, and food as much as all others. But I 
hope you’ll agree that all people also deserve access to the precious materials that you have 
kept safe,” Padmé looked carefully into his guarded eyes. 


Tense silence flowed back into the ship as each faction leader considered what had been 
said. 


“T don’t know that I like you,” Conrell said finally. Padmé took that as a compliment. 


“There is no doubt that each of you are great leaders with great vision,” Senator Clovis 
said in the silence, “But a great leader does not focus on their own isolated goals.” 


It was Brettro’s turn to snort, “If you think we will work together, you’re sorely mistaken.” 


“Working together is one thing. Using each other as resources is another,” Senator 
Mothma looked to Rush, “Senator Clovis, if you will?” 


Senator Clovis stood up and went to the head of the table. He pulled up a holocron of a 
drafted agreement between each faction and the Banking Clan. He stood motionless, giving 
time for each person’s shocked expression to read the document’s first page thoroughly. 


After a couple of minutes, Rush spoke again, “I am a representative of the Banking Clan 
on Scipio. It is one thing to hoard wealth and resources for your own people. It is quite 
another to grow that wealth into something that will benefit generations to come.” 


“This can’t be real,” Conrell said, “The Banking Clan has never wanted anything to do 
with Ringo Vinda. They always said that we were too far away, too unstable.” 


“Not anymore,” Senator Clovis smiled, “I am prepared to sign this agreement with each 
and every one of you today, providing you access to the Banking Clan’s resources and an 
account that will grow exponentially.” 


“What’s the catch?” Ryaale leaned back in her chair, arms crossed. 


“As you can see,” Senator Clovis swiped to the next page in the document, “This 
agreement is dissolved immediately upon any faction’s attacking of the other or any factions’ 
attacking of the neutral zone.” 


“What if you don’t know who attacked who?” Brettro asked. 


“Tt doesn’t matter. Each of your agreements with the Banking Clan will be dissolved 
immediately, regardless of who attacked who,” Senator Mothma clarified. 


“You can also see on this page of the agreement,” Senator Clovis swiped to the third page, 
“That it is dependent upon each faction providing services to the others.” 


“Waterstrikes, your agreement is only valid if you provide water at a discounted rate to all 
peoples, your own included. Your water treatment facilities will be protected as they are 
neutral ground and must be treated as such.” 


“Vestige, your agreement is dependent on your creation of a museum, maintained by your 
people, for all people of Ringo Vinda to visit and benefit from. This museum is neutral 
ground and must never be attacked.” 
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“And Kimsrals, you are required to employ all peoples in your material facilities and space 
station for a fair wage. These facilities and space station are also neutral ground,” Rush 
finished. 


Padmé felt like smiling as she saw the three faction leaders assess each other. This was an 
opportunity they would be foolish to pass up, but the fact that it required the three of them to 
work together may prove too much for them. It was always fascinating, and often depressing, 
to observe whether people would choose a short-term personal advantage over a long-term 
community benefit. 


Conrell Kimsral looked tense, Ryaale Tantald looked angrily enough to spit fire, and 
Brettro Farr seemed annoyed, like the oldest child in a family full of sibling rivalry. In a 
different circumstance, Padmé would let her respect for Brettro Farr show. Perhaps she would 
ask him to stay in contact with her or even to come and serve as an aide for her on Coruscant 
once his people were settled. 


But this was no social call or political party. She held herself neutrally as she studied her 
fellow Senators’ faces. There was no room for playing favorites or even making their 
preferences known to anyone. It was up to these three leaders to decide the fate of Ringo 
Vinda. 


“T must speak with my advisor,” Ryaale said finally, breaking the silence. 


Each faction leader had been allowed one advisor or person of respect to discuss matters 
with. Those people stood outside, watched carefully by Senator Clovis’ security captain, 
separated and anxious to hear what was happening on the ship. 


“Of course. Let us all speak with our people independently. I only ask that you continue 
these peaceful negotiations around the ship. We will meet back here in half an hour.” Senator 
Mothma stood up and everyone followed suit. 


Padmé smiled to herself as she thought of the term “peaceful negotiations” and its 
counterpart that she and Anakin preferred much more. Wait... what was wrong with her? 
Here she was in a highly dangerous and fraught situation and all Padmé could do was smile 
like a schoolgirl when she thought about the boy she had a crush on? 


She decided to use the refresher and read the HoloNet to distract herself. The HoloNet, for 
once, gave her nothing interesting to be annoyed with or intrigued by. Their mission to Ringo 
Vinda had been highly classified and so, with the exception of one or two odd trash pieces 
that were completely inaccurate, there was no discussion of this current event. Padmé 
couldn’t find anything about the 501st legion, General Skywalker, or General Kenobi, either. 
No news was good news, she reminded herself, and Padmé set down the datapad on her lap 
with a resigned sigh. 


She could see each faction leader and their advisor deep in discussion from the windows of 
the ship. They would often shoot the others nervous glances and took care to never have their 
back to one another. Padmé wondered what they would decide. Would her plan of using 
money even be enough to forge some kind of peace between each distrustful party? 


A short time later, every Senator was back and seated before any of the faction leaders 
boarded the ship. For a moment, Padmé was worried that they would all decline their 
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proposal and leave, angrier and more divided than ever. But once she saw Ryaale Tantald 
enter she was sure the other two would follow behind. 


“T trust you’ve had enough time to discuss our offer,” Senator Clovis looked around the 
room calmly. 


“Yes. The Vestige agrees,” Brettro Farr stood up and bowed to the table, “This is a great 
honor and a fresh start for our people.” 


Conrell Kimsral stood up as Brettro Farr moved to sign the document, “The Kimsrals 
agree to this as well.” 


“The Waterstrikes are ready,” Ryaale stood and bowed to the Senators, then to her fellow 
faction leaders. 


Padmé felt her heart soar in a way it hadn’t for a long time as she watched each faction 
leader sign the agreement, receive access to the Banking Clan of Scipio, and shake each 
other’s hands. The Clone Wars had destroyed so much of her hope in the future and of her 
trust in people. A successful mission was more than something to be proud of, it was 
something Padmé would cling to. 


The evening was filled with celebration as the factions’ people and the independent 
peoples were invited to the peace treaty ceremony. Each Senator’s security and Senator 
Dowmeia’s aide had to stay on high alert, but it was a rare moment of peace and happiness for 
the Senators. Padmé couldn’t remember the last time she had laughed so much or seen such 
large smiles on Mon Mothma and Bail Organa’s faces. Thankfully, the evening passed 
without incident and the Senators went to the ship to sleep before their morning departure. 


We did it, Ani , Padmé thought to herself as she fell asleep easily. 


The morning was incredibly rainy but every Senator was in high spirits. They ate breakfast 
with the faction leaders and discussed the first phase of their plans. The Senate would be 
sending representatives to check on Ringo Vinda’s progress and assist in any way that was 
requested throughout the coming year. Padmé hoped that she could be one of the 
representatives in the future and that her visit would show her the fruits of the people’s 
collaboration and newfound independence. 


As much as she was overjoyed to see such a happy ending, Padmé also felt excited as they 
cleaned up their meal and began the pre-flight checklists. Captain Typho had confessed to her 
that morning that he was happy to be heading home and she couldn’t agree more. The rough 
texture of her clothing was uncomfortable compared to her normal gowns and while her 
nausea had finally settled to a low ache, she still felt uneasy being on this planet. Padmé 
wanted to be back home with Dormé and to sleep in her own bed. A luxury, she kicked 
herself mentally, that these people would still not have until they worked to rebuild. 


Despite her discomfort, Padmé bowed her head to each faction leader, taking time to thank 
them and say goodbye to them individually. She waited with the others until Senator Mothma, 
the last one, also said goodbye, and then they turned to the ship. 


One moment, Padmé was walking behind Senator Clovis as they boarded. The next, she 
was laying on the ground, fire spreading in her chest as she grasped desperately at it with a 
bloodied, wet hand. 
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“Senator Amidala!” Senator Clovis fell to his knees and pushed his hands onto the wound 
on her chest. Padmé tried to grab one of her blasters from her belt, but her hands were slick 
with blood and she was losing strength fast. She heard firing behind her, Captain Typho and 
the other security forces no doubt, but her vision began to go black. 


“Tt will be okay. It didn’t hit your heart,” Senator Clovis sounded like he was trying to 
convince himself. 


Padmé attempted to concentrate on Senator Clovis’ face as she was carried into the ship, 
but darkness took over. 


When she woke up, Padmé was greeted with a stark white atmosphere. Tubes and wires 
ran around the room and around her body. Monitors and med droids beeped rhythmically as 
they observed her. 


“You’re awake,” a kind looking med droid with blue wide set eyes looked down at her and 
touched her shoulder gently, “This is good. I must inform your visitors.” 


Visitors? Padmé tried to sit up in the bed, but was softly chided by another droid. She laid 
back down and let the droid move her mechanical bed into a lounging position. Her mind felt 
as fuzzy as her vision and she tried to think back to what had happened to put her here. And 
who would her visitors be? 


She looked down at the medical gown she wore and followed the various wiring. One was 
for monitoring her heartbeat, another was for her blood pressure. There were multiple tubes in 
her arm, no doubt giving her medicine and hydration. There were two more wires, trailing 
from underneath Padmé’s gown and down her legs. Confused, she reached to grab them and 
winced against the pain in her chest. 


Pushing against the burning pain, she got ahold of the wires and gently tugged them. Her 
eyes widened in understanding as she felt the monitors’ pads pull on her lower stomach’s 
skin. These... these were for monitoring the— 


“Padmé!” Dormé rushed to her side and held her hand, “We were so worried about you.” 
“Milady,” Captain Typho bowed at her bedside and did not raise himself back up. 

“Be at ease, Captain,” Padmé’s voice felt dry. 

Captain Typho stayed bowed at her bedside, head hung in shame. 

“Captain. Be at ease,” she said louder. 

Captain Typho shook his head, “I cannot.” 

“Why?” 


“T allowed harm to befall you. I am no longer deserving of my post,” Padmé could hear a 
whisper of tears in Typho’s confession, “Please, allow me to remove myself from your 
service.” 


“Never,” Padmé’s voice was stronger and stubborn. 
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Typho looked up at her in shock. He opened his mouth, but Padmé gave him a strong look 
that caused him to go silent. 


“Without your service, I would have certainly died. Perhaps more people would have, too. 
You have nothing to be ashamed of. Now, be at ease.” Padmé said finally. 


With that, Typho knew he was in no position to argue with her. He got off of the floor and 
the two sat at her bedside. Each reminded her how grateful they were that she was alive and 
how loved she was. 


“What happened?” Padmé finally asked. 


“You were shot,” Dormé bit back a sob, “As you were boarding the ship to leave Ringo 
Vinda, an independent person shot you. They were aiming to kill.” 


“Tt feels like it.” Padmé’s hand instinctively went to the large patch, soaked in bacta, on her 
chest. 


“You were in surgery for a long time. They were worried about the proximity to your 
heart,” Typho stared blankly down at the ground as he was no doubt reliving the event. 


“Who... what was their motivation?” 


“The investigation is still underway. The faction leaders are aiding us. We believe the 
independent person was upset about the three factions working together. This person was 
benefiting off of the civil war and in sowing the seeds of distrust amongst the independent 
people. We don’t know why they targeted you, though,” Typho confessed. 


“T believe it was more than that. I think they used the conflict on Ringo Vinda to cover up 
their true motivations. I think it was an assassination attempt.” Dormé’s voice sounded cold. 


“Another one? What have I done this time?” Padmé scoffed and laid her head on the 
pillow, looking up at the blank white ceiling. 


“You remind the average person of their strength. That is a dangerous thing for people who 
want control,” Dormé fixed her curls so that they laid just so on the pillow. 


Padmé felt herself smile at the kind gesture until she caught the look in her friend’s eye. 
“What?” she sat back up. 


“The med droids told us something else... once you were out of surgery,” Dormé said 
slowly. Captain Typho looked like he would rather be anywhere else, including an active 
battlefield, as Dormé said those words. 


“T’m pregnant.” Padmé finally confessed out loud, to herself and to her friends. 


Typho and Dormé soon left Padmé to rest alone in her room, but she knew that there was a 
battalion of guards outside of the doorway. She and Dormé had spoken in whispered tones, 
trying to decide what was the best course of action for her career, but Padmé knew there was 
someone else she needed to discuss this with. 


She laid back and tried to reach out to her beloved. Her mind went instantly to him, 
bloodied and bruised somewhere on a battlefield. His shoulders already carried so much. How 
could she add to them? She remembered the surprise on his face as she confessed her love, 


30 


hands bound, on Geonosis. Their relationship had made this war easier and more painful to 
endure. Would a child be a burden or a blessing to them? Padmé had no doubt that Anakin 
would give everything up to be with his child and his wife, but it wasn’t fair to make him 
abandon his future with the Jedi Order. 


But if he chose to... they could go to the Lake Country again. She could fix up a room for 
the baby, right by the gardens, and he could cradle her stomach and speak to it. Perhaps the 
turmoil in his eyes would soften permanently and he would learn that there was more to live 
for than what sacrifice he would be asked to make next. Anakin would dote on their child, 
using the Force to levitate things for their entertainment, and hold her close every single 
night. She wouldn’t have to worry for his safety anymore. It wouldn’t be so bad if they chose 
to escape reality... would it? 


Padmé felt the small light that she always searched for and her body relaxed. Anakin was 
safe. Whether she would see him soon was unknown, but just the knowledge that her love, the 
father of her baby, was safe was enough to send Padmé into a deep, healing sleep. 
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Chapter 6 


Two days later, the med droids cleared her to go back home. Padmé had mixed feelings 
about such an early discharge. So far, Captain Typho had been able to keep the shooting under 
wraps as they worked on the investigation, but Padmé knew that her absence on Coruscant 
already had people, the HoloNets more specifically, talking. Her arrival with an injury would 
certainly keep them hypothesizing. 


Captain Typho assured her that with his men and the help of each faction leader on Ringo 
Vinda, their investigation would continue unimpeded, but Padmé knew that the more 
attention was on it, the harder it would become. Plus, once it was being reported on, Anakin 
would know. Her sweet Anakin, always putting his heart before his head. The last thing 
Padmé wanted was for him to be worried about her. That kind of distraction could prove 
deadly for him. 


Regardless of her concerns, they were soon sent on their way with detailed instructions for 
cleaning her surgery site. Padmé put on a brave face and a high collared dress, more than 
enough to cover her injury, before they landed on Coruscant, but she was still unprepared for 
the amount of reporters on the landing pad. She watched Captain Typho’s face get incredibly 
tight as he prepared for yet another threat on her life, but they were able to get to her 
apartment unharmed. Oh, how Padmé missed the days when she had multiple decoys to help 
her! 


She tried to seem strong for Dormé and Typho but, now that she was truly awake, the long 
healing process was paired with a different kind of ache. Her depression had been growing 
since the Clone Wars had begun, but now Padmé could not fight it. She was very proud of 
what they had accomplished at Ringo Vinda, a feat that was apparently enough to make some 
troublemakers upset, but no matter how she tried to focus on her success, Padmé found her 
energy sapped by a lack of feeling. 


As the days continued on she didn’t know what sense it made for her to even try to get out 
of bed. In fact, there were days when she chose not to. She would pull the curtains that Dormé 
had drawn and go back to the heavy warmth of her bed in the middle of the day. Padmé had 
no appetite, no drive to get back to the Senate, no emotion other than sleeping and blank 
awakeness. She used her injury as an excuse, but there was no fooling Dormé. She softly 
encouraged Padmé to dress, to go for a walk with her, or to at least look at the piles of Senate 
information that were filling Padmé’s desk. 


A week after Padmé had been shot a Clone Trooper confidently made his way up the 
turbolift to her apartment. He turned the last corner and was greeted with a sight that was 
more appropriate for the battlefield he had just left than a Senator’s home. 


“Identify yourself, Trooper!” The harsh voice of Captain Typho, paired with the fact that 
ten guards were pointing their blasters at him was enough to make Rex stop in his tracks, 
hands raised. 
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“CT-7567, sir. Captain Rex, sir.” Rex kept his hands up at his face and it was only after the 
guards relaxed that he took off his helmet and provided them with his identification. 


“Senator Amidala is busy,” Captain Typho said as two guards scanned Rex’s body and 
gave him his identification back. 


“T understand, sir. But I really must talk with her, sir. General Skywalker sent me,” Rex 
stood at attention. 


“General Skywalker?” The captain’s voice softened momentarily before he tensed back up, 
“What proof do you have?” 


“This, sir,” Rex held out a Holoprojector. He stood stock still as Captain Typho activated 
the device. The largely increased security told him all he needed to know: things were 
obviously more serious than they had first heard. General Skywalker would not be happy. 


Anakin’s tall frame appeared on the blue screen. He looked incredibly stressed out. 


“Hello Captain Typho. I’m on my way to Padmé, but I am still a day out. Please, give this 
message to her and provide Captain Rex with one of her Holoprojector. Rex, thank you for 
your help. You’ve earned yourself a week of leave on Coruscant. I will see you both when I 
get there.” 


Captain Typho nodded his head after the Holoprojector ended. He turned and escorted Rex 
into Padmé’s apartment, grateful that she would soon have more reasons to leave her room. 


Padmé, with Dormé’s help, as her range of motion was still limited, had dressed in a soft 
lilac gown with a lace bodice and sleeves. The light fabric whispered as she walked around 
her apartment, hoping that Anakin would arrive soon. It was the most activity either Typho or 
Dormé had seen from her in days, but it was an anxious energy that put everyone on edge. If 
Anakin’s arrival was delayed or canceled, Dormé wasn’t sure there was enough motivation in 
the galaxy to help her friend pull out of her depression. 


He was late, as always, but he did arrive. Padmé had been sitting on her couch, trying to 
look at the latest Senate floor briefing, when Captain Typho announced his approach with 
relief. The energy in Padmé’s heart shifted as soon as she heard the door open. His strong 
figure had grown even more muscular and brooding in their time apart and Padmé’s breath 
caught in her throat as she walked over to him. 


“Padmé,” he rushed to her and swept her up in a gentle hug. 


He smelled of old blaster fire, but Padmé’s face broke into a grin as she took in the man in 
front of her. It was him. It was really her Ani. 


“Anakin,” she hugged him back with equal excitement, then pulled away to take his face 
in her hands, “I’m so glad to see you.” 


Dormé retired to her room and Captain Typho kept watch outside of the apartment to allow 
more privacy. Anakin walked Padmé over to the couch and sat down next to her. 
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“How are you? Are you okay?” He scanned her body and fixed his eyes on the wound on 
her chest. 


“T’m okay. I am healing well,” Padmé pulled her dress over the bacta patch, but Anakin’s 
large hands caught hers and pulled the fabric back away. Her skin was tingling with the 
sensation of his touch and with the anticipation of his reaction. 


“That assassin better hope I don’t catch them,” he growled through his teeth before placing 
a gentle kiss on it. 


“T don’t know how I didn’t see it. I was boarding, but they must have been hiding behind 
the ship,” her hand went to it as she remembered the moment that the fiery pain exploded in 
her chest. 


There was silence in her apartment as Anakin held her hand with his mechno-arm and used 
his left hand to gently touch the patch again. Padmé watched his watery eyes as she breathed 
in slowly, relaxing at his presence. She took his left hand away from the wound and squeezed 
it. Anakin closed his eyes and Padmé saw a small tear fall from his eye before he wiped it 
away. 


“T’m okay, Ani. Really,” she reassured him, “Do you... do you really think it was an 
assassin that did this?” 


“You’ve had so many attempts on your life that it’s hard to imagine it being anything else,” 
Anakin’s voice sounded tight as he held back more tears. 


“Dormé thinks so, too. But we won’t know more until the investigation is over.” Padmé 
shifted so that she was leaning against Anakin’s arm. He wrapped it around her shoulders and 
brought her closer to him. When they were together, their bodies fit together naturally. 


“Are you safe here?” Anakin asked her. 


“Of course. Captain Typho is the best. Not to mention the extra security he’s 
implemented,” a chuckle escaped Padmé’s lips as she remembered Dormé’s recreation of 
Captain Rex’s welcome at her apartment, “Just ask Captain Rex.” 


“There can never be too much protection for you, my angel,” Anakin kissed the top of her 
head. 


“Tam glad you are with me,” she snuggled into his hold. 
“T am always with you.” 

“Tt feels better when we are in the same place.” 

“T know.” 


As husband and wife relaxed on the couch, each felt their collective worries and anxieties 
melt away in the fragrant air of Padmé’s apartment. The failed mission that caused Anakin to 
lose three good men faded to the back of his mind. The pain of being targeted became a 
memory to Padmé. All that mattered was each other and the moment they were in. 


“T’ve missed you, Padmé,” Anakin touched her chin with his hand before moving it to his 
face. He kissed her gently, as if he was afraid she would disappear in front of him. She kissed 
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him back and smiled as she felt the heat of his lips grace hers. 
“How long will you be here?” Padmé whispered against his mouth. 
“Not long enough,” he answered truthfully before deepening the kiss. 


Padmé placed her hands on his chest as she pressed her tongue into his mouth. Finally, she 
could melt into the best man she had ever met. She smiled inwardly at the small groan Anakin 
made as she tangled her tongue with his. Anakin broke away only for a moment, smiling 
fully, before he reciprocated with ease. His hands rubbed her back as he pulled her even 
tighter to him. Padmé took a deep breath before breaking apart, her hands running up and 
down his neck and chest. 


“You smell like a battlefield,” she sighed. 
“Let’s fix that.” 


There was the quintessential grin that she had fallen in love with. Anakin’s characteristic 
devilish smile that she had seen him give Obi-Wan that day they met after ten years was all it 
took for her to fall for him. Anakin stood up and held his hands out to help Padmé up. They 
walked to her refresher, hand in hand. 


While evening bloomed across Coruscant’s high rises and never-ending traffic, the hot 
water and soap created a paradise for the exhausted lovers. Anakin chuckled as Padmé ran her 
fingers through his growing hair, making sure that every strand was covered in her shampoo. 


“T’m going to smell like the Queen of Naboo,” he grinned. 
“There are much worse things you can smell like, my love,” she smiled back. 


She rinsed his hair thoughtfully before speaking, “You look so much older without the 
braid.” 


“Ts that a bad thing, milady?” 
“Quite the contrary. I like the longer hair on you.” 


“Oh, do you?” Anakin cocked an eyebrow and ran his fingers through his wet locks, as if 
he was posing for a HoloNet photo. 


“Tt makes you look...” Padmé bit her lower lip before continuing, “Rugged.” 
Anakin laughed, “Well, I don’t smell very rugged right now.” 


The two smiled at each other before something else came over Anakin’s face. She had seen 
it before, on the terrace at Varykino before their first kiss, on Geonosis before they went into 
the arena, and on their wedding night and every night spent together after that. It was the look 
of something deeper than a crush, deeper than puppy love, deeper than lust. 


“Come here,” he reached up and grabbed Padmé’s arms, “Come to me, Padmé.” 


She felt the familiar heat she experienced each time he had looked at her in that way. It 
began in her stomach and spread throughout her limbs, tingling and warming her. Padmé 
followed that feeling as she undressed herself and joined her husband in the tub. 
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The feeling of their skin touching was the only thing that made sense. The politics, the 
war, the Jedi Council, none of it was understandable to Padmé anymore. The only thing that 
was understandable was with her right now and she was going to make the most of it. 


“Aren’t you going to clean my hair?” she flirted, looking deeply into her husband’s eyes. 


Desire filled every part of his face and body as he gently brought her to him, her back 
resting against his chest. 


“Of course, milady.” 


Anakin did as he said he would and every moment was agonizing. He methodically 
shampooed Padmé’s curly strands. His slow breathing on her neck and growing length 
beneath her was enough to make Padmé want to jump onto his manhood immediately, but she 
restrained herself. There were so many details about Anakin that she didn’t want to lose in a 
haze of desire. She could feel the beating of his heart against her back. The quiet whir of his 
mechno-arm as he lathered the shampoo made her feel at home. 


“T love you,” he whispered in her ear before using the warm water to rinse her hair. 
Goosebumps rose across her skin, “I love you, too.” 


Her hair clean, Anakin wrapped his arms around her and held her close to him. His 
forearms rubbed against her hardened nipples and Padmé felt him grow further underneath 
her. He began kissing her very lightly, one whisper on her left shoulder, a press on her right 
earlobe. But soon, his kisses were becoming more persistent as he followed a path from her 
left shoulder up her neck. He nibbled gently on her ear and Padmé let out a tiny gasp into the 
warm, humid air. 


“You still smell,” she huffed against his suckling on the right side of her neck. 
“So rude,” he whispered before beginning to suck again. 
“Come on.” 


Padmé slowly, painfully extracted herself from his grip and gave him the soap. He fixed 
her with a pathetic pout as the two finished bathing, but Padmé stayed firm. 


“Is that more to your standards, Senator Amidala?” He winked at her as he put the soap 
away. 


“Perhaps. I think I need a more thorough assessment,” Padmé knew her eyes were giving 
away exactly what she was thinking. 


Anakin gave a pretend sigh, “I see.” 


He stood up out of the bathwater while Padmé stayed seated. She watched her best friend 
rise out of the soapy water, every muscle covered in hot water, but once his manhood 
emerged, she was too distracted to watch the rest. Padmé moved on her knees to kiss 
Anakin’s legs. She suckled on his sensitive inner thighs, revenge for the marks he had made 
on her earlier, and she reveled in the easy way she could make his eyes soften. 


Padmé tried to take her time in making her way up, but his cock excited her too much. She 
heard him chuckle as she stood up straighter and held him in her hand. He was warm and 
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deliciously hard without her having to do anything. Padmé kissed the head before swirling her 
tongue around it. Regardless of the fragrant soap she owned, he smelled and tasted just like 
Padmé remembered. 


She took him in her mouth and pushed down so that she could swirl her tongue around his 
shaft. She pumped him into her mouth and looked up to see him smiling down at her. He had 
his mechno-arm on the wall for support and was reaching down with his left hand to play 
with her curls. Padmé already enjoyed pleasuring him, especially after such a long time, but 
watching his reaction made her even more eager to please. 


She continued to jack him off into her mouth as her other hand played with his balls. She 
wanted to take every bit of him deeply into her as fast as possible, but she gave herself time to 
adjust as she pushed each bit of him deeper into her mouth. She felt his once calm touches in 
her hair begin to grip as she focused special attention on his favorite spot, his shaft right 
below his head. She licked him dutifully, looking up to make sure he was still enjoying her 
warm mouth on him. Padmé calmed her hand down and focused more on relaxing her throat. 
Finally, she groaned in delight on his cock as he bottomed out inside of her, his pubic hair 
tickling her nose. 


“Padmé!” She heard him moan as she licked the end of his shaft. Both of his hands were 
wrapped into her hair now. Padmé looked up and smiled inwardly as she saw the pleasure in 
Anakin’s face. She held it for a moment more before popping his cock out of her mouth, his 
entire length utterly dripping. 


“T love making you feel good,” she held him against her lips and kissed the head of his 
cock again, “I want to make you forget your own name.” 


Anakin groaned as he heard her admission and he pushed her mouth onto his cock. Padmé 
happily complied. She sucked and licked as much as possible as Anakin thrust himself into 
her mouth. He began calmly at first, but Padmé placed her hands on his ass and pushed him 
further into her mouth. She could take more and she wanted more. She wanted all of him, 
right now. 


“You’re a good girl,” he groaned as he looked down into her eyes, “You always make me 
feel so good.” 


Padmé rubbed her tongue hard on his favorite spot and watched as Anakin’s eyes rolled 
back in his head. He held her head more firmly and began to thrust quicker, “So... good... 
Padmé...” 


She placed her hands on his ass and took in every moment that she could. She loved being 
completely filled by him. The feeling was overwhelming and the more she felt it, the more 
she wanted. Padmé felt sure that she could stay here forever, blowing her husband and 
listening to the steamy room fill with his worship of her. 


Anakin pulled out of her mouth and leaned back against the wall, groaning. 
“What’s wrong?” she asked. 
“Tt’s too good..” Anakin gasped for air. 


“Good,” Padmé grasped his length and pumped again, “I want you to feel good.” 
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“You know...” Anakin moaned against her touch, “what will... happen...” 
“Of course I do, my dear,” Padmé grinned before taking him in her mouth again. 
“But... I want to...” 


A popping sound filled the air as Padmé pulled his cock out of her mouth, “You want to 
please me, too, don’t you?” 


Anakin nodded, his curls bouncing against his wet skin, apparently too pleased to use 
words. 


“This does please me, my love,” Padmé whispered against his thigh, “And the night is 
young.” 


“Are you sure?” 


Anakin looked down at her with his gorgeous blue eyes. Padmé smiled softly as she stared 
into them. For all his heroics, his unbelievable skills, and the darkness she knew crept into his 
cracks, Padmé knew someone no one else truly did: an unbelievably kind and gentle Anakin. 
He would only allow those moments of darkness to come into their bedroom with her full 
permission. 


“T’m sure. I want you, Ani. All of you. Don’t deprive me,” It was Padmé’s turn to pretend 
pout against his cock until he pushed back into her mouth. 


Fully assured of what she wanted, Anakin did not let up this time. He pressed his full 
length into her and moaned loudly as she moved her head up and down, each time increasing 
her speed a tiny amount. His hands stayed deeply rooted in her tangled curls as he watched 
her happily suck him off, her wet tits bouncing. 


Anakin threw his head back as he met her rhythm with thrusts of his own. The bathwater 
had begun to turn cold, but neither noticed or cared at that moment. Padmé took his balls into 
her hand and began gently pulling at them as she felt him grow harder. Their rhythm sped up, 
punctuated by Anakin’s groans and Padmé’s guttural moans against his length, until a final 
sigh of relief rose from Anakin’s beautiful lips. Padmé tasted him as he poured into her 
mouth, a deep and earthy taste, and she thankfully swallowed it as he shot into the back of her 
throat. 


His eyes were still closed as he grew soft inside Padmé’s mouth and she used her tongue to 
clean him off. His muscles began to shake as Anakin opened his eyes and the two of them 
exited her bathtub. Padmé began to put on her sleeping clothes until Anakin stopped her. 


“You said the night was young,” he smiled at her in the mirror. 
“Tt is, but we are both exhausted.” 


“That’s no excuse, milady,” Anakin picked her up easily and carried her naked into her 
bedroom. He laid her down gently at the edge of her bed and admired her as he stood over 
her. 


“You are the most beautiful thing in the galaxy. Do you know that?” he asked her. 


“You flatter me too much,” she grinned. 
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“No,” he shook his head and knelt down in front of her, “It’s just the truth.” 


Padmé knew what was coming, but she still gasped as she felt Anakin’s arm on her thigh. 
His hand was made softer by the soap they had used and the lazy rubbing motion he did made 
her feel completely at ease. 


“Can I give you the same pleasure you’ve given me?” Anakin kissed her thigh. 


“Of course, Ani.” Padmé watched as he knelt down further and brought his right hand up 
to hold her hip. His left hand continued rubbing her sensitive skin up and up until there was 
nothing left but her warmth. He gently pressed his palm against her and smiled as she bit her 
lip. She was already wet for him, but Anakin proceeded gently and took his time exploring 
her labia and slit. He then used his thumb to rub her clitoris, earning him a well-earned moan 
as Padmé relaxed further onto her bed. 


Padmé had never struggled with getting wet when she explored her own body, but the 
amount that she gave Anakin made his motions slick and easy. He moved his middle finger 
over her slit, gently teasing at her entrance, as he continued to rub her sensitive nerves. 
Anakin prided himself on learning more about her body and Padmé had told him what she 
liked the most in the past. He was able to easily recall that information now as he took her clit 
between his teeth and sucked on it. Padmé groaned and gripped his hair as he plunged a 
finger deep into her, his sucking alternating between gentle and hard as he did so. 


All of her muscles were tensed in the best way possible as Anakin continued to suck on 
and finger her. Her wetness dripped down his fingers into his palms and onto her sheets. 
Anakin pushed another finger into her before he began to pump them. Padmé moaned loudly, 
no thought to who could hear her, as her body responded to the sensation and pushed back 
against his fingers. He used his right hand to hold her into place as she began to squirm 
underneath his constant stimulation. 


“Padmé...I love when you cum,” he whispered against her clitoris before sucking again. 


Padmé loved it, too. How long had it been? Everything else she had focused her attention 
on and worried about seemed far away right now. All she wanted to do was explode and cum 
on her husband’s face. 


“You... want me to cum?” Padmé tried to tease him, but his constant attention to her 
sensitive nub and tight walls left her breathless. 


Anakin responded by groaning and pushing another finger into her before releasing his 
grip on her hip. A moment later, he was using his other thumb to rub her clitoris before 
sucking on it. He alternated between the two delicious sensations as Padmé felt the intensity 
of her muscles migrate down to in between her legs. 


“Keep that up and...” Padmé gasped, “I will...” 


It was only a couple moments later and Padmé felt the electric sensation of her orgasm 
overwhelm her. It radiated out from her clitoris, causing her to clamp down on Anakin’s 
fingers, and moved upward to her head. Relief and pleasure combined as Padmé screamed 
Anakin’s name and gripped the sheets in a desperate attempt to stay grounded in reality. She 
barely felt Anakin grin against her clitoris before he continued sucking her through her 
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orgasm. Padmé hadn’t felt the warmth and glow of an orgasm for too long, and she happily 
rode the waves until they ended and she was gasping underneath Anakin’s love. 


Anakin wiped his mouth off with his hand before rising to her mouth and kissing her as 
gently as he had the first time they had kissed. It was astonishing how easily they could make 
love to each other at one time and absolutely fuck each other’s brains out at the next. Every 
time with Anakin was different in the style, the motions, the aggression, the positions, but 
every time was inexplicably everything that Padmé needed. 


“T needed that...” Anakin sighed happily against Padmé as they laid in her bed together, “I 
need you.” 


“T need you too, Ani.” 


He lifted his tired head up to kiss her chest before laying his head back on the pillow, 
“That felt amazing.” 


She snuggled into him and smiled into his neck. 


Finally having each other once more, the two relaxed as their breathing began to fall into 
sync. Anakin’s eyes closed and he slept more peacefully than he had in weeks. But, Padmé 
stayed awake for a while longer and turned her pregnancy over and over in her mind. The 
combination of the attempt on her life, her mental health, and this newfound secret was all too 
much. She didn’t know how to tell him something as life changing as what she knew, at least 
not yet, and so she chose to instead hold him close. 
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Chapter 7 


“T have a good reason for being late this time, you know,” he idly played with her curls as 
they laid in bed. 


Dawn was just beginning to arch over Coruscant and buildings’ shadows were being 
forced into bright contrast. The crystal orbed moon was fading as it gave way to skies as blue 
as Anakin’s eyes. 


“Oh? I bet it was Obi-Wan’s fault again, wasn’t it?” Padmé raised her eyebrow. 
Anakin laughed and Padmé tried to hold the memory of the sound in her heart. 
“Well, not exactly.” 


She turned to look more fully into his face, but Anakin was using his Jedi training to create 
a perfectly blank face. 


“What then? Oh—” she groaned and laid back down onto her pillow, “Are you going to 
make me guess?” 


“No,” he chuckled, “But it is a little... well...” 


Padmé looked back at him as he captured her mouth in a sweet kiss. Her chersilk sheets, 
light and airy, made it easy for her to get closer to him. They had slept naked last night and 
for that, Padmé was grateful. Any thought of what he had been trying to tell her was already 
long gone. Anakin caught her lower lip in between his teeth and wrapped his arms around her. 
She pushed deeper into the kiss before rolling over on top of him. Her breasts spread against 
his chest and her tongue enveloped his. 


Encouraged by her actions, Anakin moved his hands down her back to grab at her ass. He 
pushed himself upward into her. It didn’t matter that they had been together less than 24 hours 
ago. For Anakin and Padmé, every moment together was a chance to solidify the bliss of their 
togetherness. 


Anakin pushed himself harder into her and Padmé felt a growl erupt in her body, wiping 
all concern for the past or present from her. With her hands wrapped around his broad 
shoulders, his breath in her lungs, his hands exploring her most vulnerable areas, there was 
nothing that Padmé could want for at all. 


She groaned, then pulled away from kissing Anakin as she felt his hands get more 
adventurous than they had ever before. He had caressed her ass before, his hands running 
over their curves and the soft peach fuzz on them countless times before. But now, he was 
spreading her with one hand. Cold air rushed onto her as she gasped against him, then pushed 
up on the bed to look at him. 


“Ani?” She wasn’t quite sure what to say or how to feel. Anakin let go. His concerned face 
examined hers for a moment before something in Padmé blossomed. 


“Do you really want to?” She asked, this time more intrigued than taken aback. 
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Anakin reached up to give her a reassuring kiss on the cheek before laying back down, 
“Only if you feel comfortable. It’s just an idea I had.” 


An idea? When did her husband get this taboo idea in his mind? Perhaps it was while he 
laid next to her supple backside last night. Or, even better, while he held himself, eyes 
squeezed tight as he thought of Padmé and he released himself in his barracks on some 
remote planet. Padmé couldn’t help but smile at that scenario. 


“That’s quite an interesting idea, Anakin. I like it.” 
His eyebrows raised before he pulled her into a deep kiss. 
“Are you sure?” he asked against her neck. 


Padmé nodded and nuzzled her head into the crook of his neck. Her curls cascaded around 
them, tickling both of their skin, as she felt Anakin slowly move his hands down. He was 
more tentative this time, kissing Padmé’s head as he pulled her apart. The cool air had felt 
shocking initially, but now she embraced the way her nerves sang in the exposure they never 
had. 


“T was late,” Anakin whispered, “Because I was buying this.” 


He released her and turned to rummage in his bag on the ground. Padmé got off of him and 
watched as he finally pulled out the small tube. She looked at it, then yelped. 


“What?” Anakin sat upright in bed and Padmé clapped her hands to her mouth to stifle her 
giggles. 


“Seriously, what Padmé? If it’s... yeah, it was a stupid idea, wasn’t it?” 


She felt terrible that she couldn’t assuage Anakin’s concerns more immediately but all she 
could do was giggle like an embarrassed teenager as she stared at the bottle of lube in his 
hand. Anakin began to put it back into his bag before she grabbed his arm, stopping him and 
still laughing. Her entire body felt flushed and warm. 


“Tt’s not a bad idea at all. It’s a really good one actually,” Padmé smiled widely as she took 
the lube from him, “It’s just not something I would expect from you.” 


“Well,” he rubbed the back of his neck as he blushed red, “It can be useful for all kinds of 
things. But I was so happy to hear that you were stable and feeling well that I was able to 
remember something on my way here.” 


Padmé kissed him sweetly before giving him the tube back, “What?” 


“Your suppressant shot. Or rather, the fact that you don’t have one. I...” Anakin cleared his 
throat and for a moment he seemed like the awkward Anakin he had been on the terrace at 
Varykino, trying to speak eloquently but choosing instead to speak with his actions, “I 
thought we could try something new. As an alternative.” 


The kind gesture wasn’t lost on her, but Padmé’s fade smiled as she thought about their 
baby. Her heart pulled her to tell him, right then and there, but her mind put up as many 
mental blocks as it could. She must have looked ridiculous, staring blankly at Anakin as her 
mind spun up scenario after scenario. 
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Anakin was too passionate and impulsive to hear this right now. He would leave the Jedi 
Order immediately and stop fighting for those who needed him. 


Anakin would be fine, he was a grown man and could shoulder the responsibilities 
required of him. 


Anakin was exhausted, battleworn, and traumatized. Any more news outside of the norm 
may be too much for him or their relationship. 


Anakin was the father, he had to know, regardless of his reaction to it. 


“Padmé?” his voice intruded in her thoughts and she came back into reality, blinking 
rapidly. 


“What’s wrong? Is it your injury? Your energy has been strange ever since I returned. If 
it’s about this or about me —” Padmé stopped his speech with her mouth and kissed him as 
deeply as she could. 


“Tt’s nothing,” she pushed him back onto the bed, “Please, Anakin. Let’s try it. I want to.” 


Anakin looked skeptical but said nothing more as they felt each other’s bodies and souls. 
Padmé willed herself to lose herself entirely to him. She didn’t want to think about how to tell 
him. Not now, anyway. She wanted more of him before their relationship changed, for better 
or for worse. It was completely selfish, she thought to herself as Anakin applied the lube to 
his erect manhood, but when it came to Anakin, a couple more moments of selfishness were 
warranted. 


Padmé relaxed as she sat on her hands and knees. Anakin’s mechno-hand rubbed up and 
down her back as he used his other to gently push his head against her hole, higher than usual. 
A tight sensation coupled with throbbing need flowed throughout Padmé’s body as she felt 
her asshole, never used for this purpose before, gently opened. Just the sight of her puckered 
pink skin parting for his cock sent shivers through Anakin’s body and she could feel his 
shaking through his mechno-hand that was now holding her in place. 


She felt incredibly tight and flexible at the same time as Anakin took his time. As he 
pushed gently small pricks of pain gave way to a contented fullness as he held still, giving her 
time to take in his width and length. Padmé looked back to see his eyes fluttering in bliss, 
hand keeping her cheeks open as he penetrated a place unbelievably tight and warm. 


“This feels good,” she whispered out loud and for one agonizing second, she considered 
pushing back against his cock until he was fully inside of her. She didn’t even know it was 
possible but having Anakin in her asshole was making her think more irrationally than ever. 
Padmé reached up and pinched her nipples, taking her time to pull and twist each one as 
shivers grew from her tailbone up to her neck. 


“You’re so tight,” Anakin groaned as he pushed again, going further this time until he was 
completely buried into her asshole. Padmé moaned loudly as his length stretched her body. 
Every muscle in her body was dissolved and her head fell against the bed as she ground 
against his cock. 


The room filled with the words they reserved for each other’s ears only as she began to 
ride his cock with her ass. Anakin applied more lube and she glided easily on him. She 
reveled in how easily she could make her hardened husband come undone as she watched him 
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from behind. His face was fixed on her bouncing ass and his jaw tightened with the tension 
her tight hole caused him. 


“Anakin,” Padmé moaned, bouncing harder and allowing the pain to turn into pleasure. He 
normally responded positively to her saying his name in bed, but this time it practically undid 
him. 


He grabbed both of her hips and responded in tandem to her movements. He groaned and 
reminded Padmé of how tight she was, how beautiful she was, how much he loved her, before 
going silent and motionless. Padmé felt the normal warmth of his load in a new place and 
held herself tightly against him as he shot into her. Her eyelids fluttered shut and Padmé had 
an overwhelming sense of being complete as he stayed in her. 


She wanted him to stay forever, but he pulled out once he had softened enough to leave her 
without it hurting. Anakin rolled her over onto her back and kissed her gently before looking 
at her in a way that only she understood. They spoke in their silent language as the sound of 
morning in Coruscant became detectable through her windows. Padmé felt a bit lighter as she 
listened to what Anakin was telling her with his eyes. As they cleaned up and she showed him 
her wound uncovered and taught him how to clean it, she felt a bit more herself. 


Anakin helped C-3PO clean up their breakfast dishes while Padmé readied herself for the 
day. She chose a relaxed outfit of long pants and a long-sleeve cutout shirt made from dark 
green linen. Her curls were loosely pinned against her head, allowing many to flow freely 
down her back and shoulders . Anakin’s face lit up when he saw her in the living room. 


“Now you look more like yourself. No more sleeping clothes all day, okay?” 


Apparently Dormé had had the chance to talk to Anakin about her concerns with Padmé’s 
mental health while she was getting ready. Padmé kissed Anakin’s cheek and agreed. Dormé 
smiled. It felt nice to have so many people worry about her. 


Padmé’s holoprojector beeped and Anakin reflexively went to answer his before realizing 
it was hers. They looked at each other, confused and worried that their time together would 
come to an abrupt end, before Padmé went onto the balcony to take the call. 


Chancellor’s Palpatine appeared in front of her. His arms opened wide when he saw her. 
“Senator Amidala! You are a sight for sore eyes!” 


“Hello, Chancellor Palpatine. It’s nice to see you, too,” she smiled half-heartedly, 
frustrated at the interruption. 


“My dear, let me tell you, we were all so worried about you. I am so thankful that you are 
safe. How do you feel?” 


“T’m recovering well. Thank you for your concern, Chancellor, I greatly appreciate it.” 


“Well, we all greatly appreciate you and the good work that you did on Ringo Vinda. 
Senator Clovis tells me that it was your idea to bring the Banking Clan privileges into the 
treaty. Such a smart move!” 
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Padmé felt her cheeks grow pink as the Chancellor continued to pile compliments on her. 
She appreciated the attention but it also made her feel uncomfortable. Many people in the 
Senate did more important things daily, but Chancellor Palpatine often directed his attention 
towards her instead. She wasn’t sure that having his attention on her all the time was a good 
thing. 


“Well, let me stop babbling on,” he said, “I’ve called you to invite you to an event, my 
dear.” 


“An event?” 


“As I’m sure you know, the Senate will be in session again in two days’ time. I will be 
using this session as a chance to acknowledge and celebrate your team’s wonderful 
accomplishment on Ringo Vinda. You and your fellow Senators are a shining example of 
doing good in the middle of such difficult times. I believe your colleagues would benefit from 
hearing about your experience and celebrating something positive for once.” 


Padmé thought for a moment before responding. She had no doubt that this was a strategic 
move on his part; Chancellor Palpatine did everything for a specific reason beyond 
benevolence. But this also proved a beneficial opportunity for her to teach her fellow Senators 
how to focus on peace and negotiation, rather than invasion and threats. As always, 
Chancellor Palpatine had made an offer that they would both benefit from. One she couldn’t 
say no to. 


“Thank you for the invitation, Chancellor. If everything goes well with my recovery, I will 
be there.” 


“Well, if you decide otherwise, please just let me know. I hope you do feel well enough to 
come. You’ve been greatly missed on the Senate floor.” 


Padmé resisted rolling her eyes in front of him. The only thing he missed on the Senate 
floor was twisting her words to fit his own agenda. She kept up her decorum until the 
Chancellor ended the transmission, but only just. 


“Who was that?” Anakin asked as she entered the living room to sit next to him. 


“Chancellor Palpatine. He wants to honor the Ringo Vinda team and our success during 
the next Senate session,” Padmé sat down and took a sip of the caf Anakin had poured for her. 


“Wow, being honored in front of the Senate? Between that and this, it looks like someone 
is becoming quite the star of Coruscant,” Anakin smiled as he held up the datapad he was 
holding. 


Padmé leaned across the couch to look at what he was reading. For once, it was her name 
next to the words “Heroic”, instead of Anakin’s, in the latest HoloNet article. 


Senator Amidala Recovering From Heroic Mission 


Senator Padmé Amidala, representative from Naboo, is currently recovering after a 
dangerous but successful mission on Ringo Vinda. Senator Amidala accompanied her 
colleagues, Senators Mothma, Organa, Dowmeia, and Clovis to Ringo Vinda to foster and 
support a diplomatic solution to various power struggles. 
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Ringo Vinda had previously been occupied by Separatists until the Republic troops forced 
them out, causing three leaders to rise from the power vacuum. Their numerous disputes were 
harming the local people. A distress call from the local people was sent to Senator Mothma to 
which the Senators answered. 


While the Senators were successful in forming a peace treaty Senator Amidala was shot in 
the chest by an individual while boarding the ship to return to Coruscant. She was 
immediately treated in a high quality facility before being cleared to heal in her home on 
Coruscant. 


“Senator Amidala is an amazingly strong woman. I have no doubt that she will become 
even more determined because of this,” Senator Clovis, who witnessed the shooting, stated. 


Senator Amidala’s security has increased, including the presence of a Jedi Knight, General 
Anakin Skywalker of the 501st Legion, as she continues to recover. Chancellor Palpatine has 
scheduled a celebration of the mission’s success and Senator Amidala’s recovery for the next 
Senate meeting. 


Investigations into the shooter and their motivation are ongoing. 


“I think that’s the most truth I’ve ever read in a HoloNet article. And also the nicest,” 
Padmé snuggled closer to Anakin as he turned the datapad off. 


“Strong and determined woman,” he looked down at her, his eyebrow raised, “I agree, but 
I don’t like who said it.” 


“He was right in front of me when it happened. It could have been him,” she said, realizing 
for the first time how close Clovis had been to dying in front of her. 


Anakin sighed, but he didn’t argue. He knew Padmé was right. But Padmé hadn’t felt 
strong or determined ever since she left Ringo Vinda. She felt hopeless and useless. 


Being trained from a young age to present only certain parts of herself depending upon 
what the circumstance dictated had made Padmé a very good politician, but it also meant that 
she struggled with introspection. Who was she really, when the gowns, makeup, bills, and 
diplomacy was gone? The Padmé she saw in the mirror held her struggles and worries so 
deep down that sometimes she couldn’t even truly identify them. Often she admired and even 
felt jealous of the way Anakin could feel and trust his emotions so innately, even when they 
led him down a more difficult path. 


Jedi mind tricks only worked on the weak minded, or so Anakin said, but she wished he 
could read her mind right now, to help her better understand it herself. Perhaps she could at 
least tell him how she had been feeling. If anyone would understand, it would be Anakin. 


“Ever since I came back, I’ve been feeling... different,” Padmé confessed. 
“Different how?” 


“T don’t feel like myself. I feel like giving up. The excitement of knowing that the people 
of Ringo Vinda are now safe was immediately ruined by this,” she motioned to her wound. 


“You're never one to give up.” Anakin shifted and looked directly into Padmé’s eyes. His 
eyebrows were pressed together in worry, “Tell me more.” 
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“Tt’s hard to explain. It feels like no matter how hard I try there will always be something 
more to knock me down. Something worse, something darker... more painful. I’ve never felt 
so much darkness in the galaxy before. I worry that we’ve forgotten how to talk with one 
another, how to see things from another’s perspective, and that this may truly be lost.” 


“Tt feels easier to give up.” Anakin half stated and half asked her. 


Padmé nodded in agreement and laid her head on Anakin’s arm. A couple minutes passed 
before he spoke up, his deep voice melodic and comforting from where she was laying. 


“T’ve experienced an overwhelming emptiness before. It seemed natural to just give up, 
like my entire body and brain was telling me to do just that. Not because I was sad or angry 
but because I simply couldn’t feel anything at all. When my mom died, I felt that depression 
creep back into me, but this time it scared me. This time it was tinged with anger. No... not 
anger. Rage.” 


The room fell silent as they both thought back on the day that Anakin confessed his crime 
to her on Tatooine. 


They’re like animals and I slaughtered them like animals! I hate them! 
“What do you do?” Padmé asked. 
“When I feel the emptiness come back in, I try to focus on staying present in the moment.” 


Padmé tried to imagine what moments Anakin had found himself in recently. Being more 
aware during a battle or cold night without rations seemed terrible, but she supposed that it 
was better than the empty pain that accompanied depression. 


“But your situation... what you’re facing every day... how does that not make you more 
depressed?” 


“Sometimes it does,” he chuckled sadly, “But I remind myself why I’m doing it. We’re 
fighting for a better future for everyone.” He held her head in his hands. 


Padmé closed her eyes and felt the warm skin and leather of her husband’s hands. 


“Tt came on so suddenly, I didn’t have a moment to realize what was happening before it 
was invading every part of me. My muscles feel so heavy and my heart is more tired with 
each beat.” 


“Tt doesn’t go away. Some days it feels unbearable. But other days it feels okay and those 
are the days I live for. The days where I am with you and the darkness is forgotten in your 
beautiful presence.” 


Padmé’s throat felt thick with tears and she nodded lamely. How could she put how she 
felt about Anakin into words? He was truly her respite and she was his. 


“We have to keep going. We have people depending on each other. I need a future where I 
can hold you and know that you are safe,” Anakin kissed her forehead, “And when this war is 
over, Padmé, I want to tell everyone that you’re my wife.” 


Padmé instinctively tried to warn him against such a rash decision, but he kissed her mouth 
the instant she opened it to complain. 
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“T can’t live like this anymore. I don’t care if people know we’re married. Once this war is 
over and I don’t have people’s lives as my responsibility, I want to tell everyone,” he 
whispered as he kissed her over and over, lips, eyelids, cheeks, and nose. 


“Okay, Ani.” She nodded and reciprocated his kisses. If they made it out of this damned 
war, Padmé doubted there would be a single more sacrifice either of them could honestly 
make. If being open with their relationship was what Anakin wanted, she wouldn’t fight him 
anymore. When Padmé was honest with herself, she knew that this was what she wanted, too. 


“I’m so proud of you,” he said softly. 


Padmé’s journey of self-discovery would only truly begin when she could focus on herself 
and her family. The closest thing she had to a true self only emerged when she was enveloped 
in the safety and tenderness of Anakin. For now, the war demanded that she play the role that 
she knew better than anything. But soon, at least hopefully soon, that would be only a 
memory. Regardless, she knew she loved Anakin and she knew she loved their baby... 


Their baby. 


Padmé swallowed hard and looked into Anakin’s cerulean eyes. If he was going to 
sacrifice his future with the Jedi Order and declare their love from the rooftops, she couldn’t 
hold anything from him anymore. 


“Let’s have a nice dinner tonight, Ani. Just you and me.” 
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Chapter 8 


She walked quietly into her bedroom and watched Anakin meditate for a moment before 
he felt her presence. Padmé had seen him in so many different environments and in each one, 
whether it was the peaceful nature of a lover on Naboo or the fierce warrior she knew he 
would have been had he joined her on Ringo Vinda, different parts of him were laid bare to 
her. Now, as he often did on Coruscant, he looked imperceptibly peaceful and sad 
simultaneously. He opened his blue eyes and smiled at her, eyes lingering on her body. 


She was dressed in a tighter outfit than she had worn since she returned from her mission. 
Padmé hoped he liked what he saw. She had partly chosen the dark red ensemble because of 
the way the neckline, or lack thereof, and the long skirt hugged her curves perfectly, but she 
had also chosen it because soon enough a baby bump would show through many of her 
favorite wardrobe pieces and she would have to wear large, heavy dresses when she was on 
the Senate floor. Where one life ended, a new one began and Padmé had spent the majority of 
the time that Anakin was meditating thinking on how she would introduce him to this reality. 


“Dinner is ready,” Padmé suddenly felt awkward interrupting him during such a private 
and ceremonial practice. 


In the past she had wished for Force-sensitivity so that she could understand Anakin better, 
perhaps even understand the world better, but now she was grateful that she only had to 
handle things she could see and touch. Padmé had enough to strategize without having to 
think about the questioning that must come along with interpreting something otherworldly. 
The Force seemed fluid and ever changing, impossible to grab onto. Her world needed 
stability and structure in order for action to be taken. 


“T’ll be there in a minute,” his smile faded as he closed his eyes, tighter this time. Padmé 
could only guess at the depths of what he was struggling with, reaching out to the Force to try 
and rectify. She left him and headed back to the dining room. 


As Padmé had helped C-3PO cook a dinner filled with many of Anakin and her favorite 
meals, her nausea had continued to ebb and flow. Thankfully, it was less intense than when it 
first came. She resigned herself to the fact that this lovely side effect would be with her for 
the next nine months. If nothing else, it was a wonderful reminder of what was to come. 
Wonderful, but nerve wracking. Padmé lit the candles on the dining room table and double- 
checked that her hair, braided buns on each side, were in place. 


A moment later, Anakin walked into the doorway and leaned against it as he observed the 
intimate atmosphere she had set for them. His lopsided grin made its appearance as he saw 
the spread of food including caamasi cheese pie, shuura fruit, and his personal favorite, tarsh 
maxers, on the table, but it grew to its true size when he saw his gorgeous wife there, waiting 
for him. 


He took her into his arms and squeezed her tightly, “Everything looks delicious.” 


“T told you I could cook,” Padmé teased. 
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“C-3PO’s batteries are pretty low, like he’s been busy all afternoon,” he teased back. 


“Oh, Master Anakin, you are correct! I shall rectify this situation immediately,” C-3PO 
said before he shuffled past them to charge himself, leaving the two of them truly alone in 
Padmé’s candlelit apartment. 


They sat down across from each other and began eating. Padmé wasn’t sure how long it 
had been since Anakin had eaten a real, full meal outside of her apartment, but judging by the 
speed at which he ate and the sounds of satisfaction he made, it had been quite a while. 


“You look beautiful, by the way,” he winked at her as he crammed another tarsh maxer in 
his mouth. 


Padmé giggled at the juxtaposition of his attempt to flirt and the full mouth she saw across 
from her. Anakin looked a bit embarrassed and covered his mouth until he had finished 
chewing, “Really, Padmé, you do. I don’t know if I’ve ever seen that dress.” 


“Tt’s an older one. I wore it to a Senatorial event after I had just started,” she smiled as she 
remembered how nervous she had been. 


That event had been the first time she realized that people would judge her just as much, if 
not more, by what she wore than by who she was. As Queen, her wardrobe had been part of 
her role and an essential part of her protection. As Senator, it was often used as a weapon 
against her. How naive she had been back then. She knew that many politicians and people in 
Coruscant still saw her that way, idealistic and ineffective. 


“Sometimes I still can’t believe I married a politician,” Anakin shook his head, “But you 
are unlike any other politician I’ve ever met.” 


“What about Chancellor Palpatine?” 


Anakin shook his head again, “No. You’re different. You’re not... you make me happy. All 
the time.” 


Padmé cocked her head, surprised by his response, “Does the Chancellor make you 
unhappy?” 


He thought carefully before responding, “Not necessarily. He is a kind man and has many 
wise words that he is willing to share. But sometimes I forget whether it’s the Chancellor or 
Obi-Wan talking to me. They’re both too focused on dictating what I should do, not on 
trusting me. Some of the things the Chancellor says confuse me. They make me question 
myself. I never question myself or my feelings when I’m with you.” 


She looked down and smiled, feeling the flush creep its way up her neck. By this point, she 
had assumed she would be used to Anakin’s romantic gestures and honest, to the point way of 
speaking, but there were times it still caught her off guard. The way Anakin spoke his mind 
even when he was told not to had been one of the many things that had drawn her to him. It 
was so unlike the political realm that Padmé had practically grown up in. 


“T think I know what you mean. Chancellor Palpatine is used to communicating with 
thousands of politicians in a way that both shields and initiates action. On the Senate floor, 
everything is complicated as I try to discern people’s ulterior motives and secret alliances. 
Here, with you, everything is simple,” she responded. 
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Padmé stood to fill their cups of chandrilan tea before sitting back down. Anakin had 
finished eating and was leaning back in his chair, happily patting his stomach. 


She chuckled, “You make me happy, too, Anakin. I still thank the stars that we met that 
day on Tatooine. Looking back, sometimes it feels like pure chance, but other times it feels 
like we were destined for each other.” 


“Who is the romantic now?” Anakin winked. 


He reached across the table to place his mechno-arm over her hand. The weight of his 
leather glove made his hand feel more like flesh and less like metal, unlike the moment that 
he had allowed her to grasp his right hand at their wedding. The new metal had sparkled, but 
she had seen his hesitation before reaching up to touch her. The intimacy of that touch, of 
showing oneself, scars and all, openly to another, was something that would never leave 
Padmé’s mind. 


“Regardless of the way I disagree with the Senate’s approach, I know the work that both 
you and the Chancellor do is very important. The Republic needs you more than ever, Padmé. 
We need your calm and level headed approach. You’ve shown me how important reserving 
judgment of others different from us is,” Anakin looked deeply at her as he said these words. 


There was a moment of silence as she let her husband’s kind words wash over her. They 
were a comfort to her aching soul. 


A moment later, Anakin almost whispered, “Don’t let the darkness of depression freeze 
you. Your work is too important. You are too important for that.” 


“Thank you,” Padmé felt like crying but instead turned her hand palm up so that they 
could intertwine their fingers. 


“Sometimes I wonder if every swing of my lightsaber is undoing your hard work,” he 
sighed. 


Padmé’s head snapped up and she frowned, “Don’t say that, Ani. You’re doing your duty 
just like I am. We can only accomplish peace if we do it together. We are both essential for 
the Republic.” 


Anakin smiled sadly and held her hand tighter, “I can’t wait for the day that we aren’t 
needed anymore. When we can be honest with everyone and go to Naboo. I’d like a normal 
life someday, even though I don’t really know what that looks like.” 


Padmé could feel the twisting of her stomach, telling her that this was the perfect time to 
tell him. The mood was perfect and he looked more relaxed than she had seen him in ages. 
She steeled herself, worried that she would cause all of this connection to go away in a 
moment’s time. Then, she spoke. 


“T would really like that too, Ani. I’d like a normal life where we can be a family together. 
In fact... I have something important to tell you.” 


Anakin hadn’t looked away from her before, but as she said these words she felt him look 
deeper at her, as if he could see into her very soul. She felt a tingle raise up her spine as he 
assessed her carefully, no doubt reaching out in the Force for answers. He never was a patient 
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person. The air hung between them, full of anticipation and concern, until she swallowed hard 
and said the words she’d been aching to tell Anakin the moment she had found out. 


“Ani, I’m pregnant.” 


For a moment, Padmé wasn’t sure if he had heard her as his expression seemed frozen. She 
began to open her mouth again, but stopped when she saw that a small smile was on Anakin’s 
face. 


“You're... you’re pregnant?” he asked, blinking rapidly as his smile grew. 


Padmé only nodded and chanced a small smile of her own, hoping that the shock wouldn’t 
put him over the edge into an endless spiral of stress. 


“Well, that’s... that’s wonderful,” he said quietly, but the worry she also had about having 
a child during such a tumultuous time was clear on his face. 


“This is going to change everything. I doubt the Queen will continue to allow me to serve 
in the Senate, and if the Council discovers you are the father, you will be expelled from the 
Jedi Order,” she spoke both of their worries out loud, the words spilling out of her mouth 
quicker than she could stop them. 


Anakin stood up and walked around the table to embrace her. She stood up and relief 
melted in her body as his arms held her warmly. He snuggled his head onto hers. Padmé 
closed her eyes and allowed herself to have a moment of peace, the way a normal couple with 
a baby on the way would, before looking back up at her husband. 


“What are we going to do?” 


The smile on his face reached his clear blue eyes as he placed his hand on her cheek, 
“We're not going to worry about anything right now, all right? This is a happy moment. The 
happiest moment of my life.” 


Padmé let out a sigh of relief as he reached down to lightly kiss her. 
“A baby,” he whispered against her soft lips, “I can’t believe it.” 


Anakin kissed her deeper and held Padmé as close to himself as physically possible. The 
anticipation and worry left her body as she allowed herself to be happy about their future for 
the first time. Anakin continued to kiss her deeply and placed one of his hands on the back of 
her neck while he wrapped the other around her waist. 


“T’m so glad you’re happy,” she pulled back to look at him. 


“Why wouldn’t I be?” Anakin’s eyes were practically sparkling. Padmé knew that this 
moment, the image she had of him in front of her, would be locked away in her heart forever. 
This was not only the love of her life or her husband now, it was also the father of her baby. 


He kissed her again before his hand moved further down her body and, for the first time, 
he intentionally placed his hand on her belly, rubbing slowly up and down as if saying hello 
to their baby. Padmé sighed into his mouth as he kissed her again, stronger this time, and she 
felt impenetrable to any problems or stress as he picked her up and carried her to the 
bedroom. 
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“So... that anal sex was less about protection and more about just wanting me?” He set her 
down gently and looked at her momentarily before hungrily kissing her again after she 
nodded shyly. 


Like usual when she was with Anakin, Padmé couldn’t think clearly at all, but she felt the 
anticipation of lovemaking without any caution rise in between her legs. They had nothing 
left between them. No secrets, no unsaid words, not even a worry about causing a pregnancy. 
They had already seen to that. 


Nothing could come between their love, Padmé thought wildly as Anakin began to 
massage her breasts, nothing at all except— 


Obi-Wan. 


Anakin’s comm beeped incessantly as he tried to ignore it and continued kissing Padmé, 
but the light on his gauntlet flashed bright red in her dark bedroom, the sign for an 
emergency. 


Finally, he pulled away from her and cussed a blue streak before answering, “Yes?” 


“Anakin, meet me in the Temple immediately. Saleucami has been invaded by the 
Separatists. General Grievous’ ship is currently orbiting the planet,” Obi-Wan’s voice radiated 
out. 


Padmé watched as a barrage of conflicting emotions played out on Anakin’s face as he 
tried to answer. He was silent as any feeling of privacy left the married couple. 


“Anakin? Can you hear me?” 
“T’ll be right there, Master,” Anakin answered before quickly turning off the comm. 


He looked down at Padmé sitting on the bed sadly, “Padmé, I’m so sorry. I... well, you 
heard.” 


“You have to go,” Padmé stood up and wrapped her arms around his neck, “Don’t worry 
about me.” 


“T love you,” he kissed her tenderly and for one moment, her selfish instinct was to ask 
him to leave the Jedi Order that very moment so she could have him all to herself. 


“T love you,” she kissed him back and walked with him to the landing pad outside of her 
apartment. 


Coruscant’s air was uncharacteristically chilly and clear as Padmé waved goodbye and 
watched him fly away. Disappointment flooded through her body and whispered for her to 
give up, go back to bed, and to stop trying. But she had made a promise to Anakin and to 
herself. He was soon lost to her eye in the traffic going to the Jedi Temple, but she forced 
herself to feel the warmth of his touch and his love that stayed with her. Those feelings would 
be what she focused on now. She knew they would give her the strength that she needed. 


Padmé allowed herself another moment to say goodbye before she went back inside and 
knocked on Dormé’s door. 


“Yes, milady?” her aide looked worried as she allowed Padmé admittance into her room. 
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“Anakin had to leave,” Padmé sighed and Dormé’s face fell. Padmé thought, not for the 
first time this week, how lucky she was to have friends during her moments of weakness. She 
placed her hand on her friend’s arm and looked at Dormé seriously, “I need to look 
approachable and yet strong for the Senate meeting coming up. What do you suggest?” 


A smile broke out on her aide’s face as she realized Senator Amidala was going to push 
through, “I have just the thing in mind, milady.” 


The Senate Building was the fullest Padmé had seen it in months. Among the thousands of 
Senators and aides were high society Coruscant citizens, HoloNet reports and photographers, 
and the interested public, pushing at the edges of the safety barriers that had been put into 
place. Her stomach felt uneasy, this time from nerves, as the magnitude of this meeting was 
clearly reflected by the number of people who had chosen to be here for it. 


Captain Typho landed as close as possible to the front doors but Padmé was still 
bombarded by shouts from HoloNet reporters and messages of support and dissent among 
others. She silently appreciated the feeling of safety that Dormé’s decision to use the Karlini 
silk, a blasterproof fabric, from her days as Queen in her bodice and petticoat. Her cerulean 
blue gown embroidered with the design of native flowers from Naboo would photograph 
well, too. 


Padmé turned the comer to enter the Senate Building’s main doors, flanked by Captain 
Typho, Dormé, and her security detail. As her back was made visible to the crowd, the beauty 
of the iridescent metal of her fanned headpiece glimmered against the morning sun. Dormé 
knew better than anyone that first impressions would make a large difference in how the 
people and the HoloNet responded to Senator Amidala’s first appearance back in the Senate. 


They could barely walk five steps inside of the building before being greeted by a Senator 
or other politician. Each one of them, some of which Padmé didn’t even know, expressed 
their thankfulness for her quick recovery and return. She was especially grateful to see 
Senator Mothma and Senator Dowmeia and Captain Typho allowed them both to hug her. 


“T have thought about you every day,” Senator Mothma said as they walked down the long 
hallway to the Chancellor’s smaller first floor office where they were asked to meet, “I can’t 
help but feel like I should take the blame for what happened.” 


“You had no way of knowing or preventing it any better than the rest of us,” Padmé 
assuaged her friend’s fears. 


“Well, I can only hope that we finish the investigation soon, right Captain?” Senator 
Mothma looked up at him and he nodded. 


“All evidence points to the fact that it was exactly what we first suspected: a rogue 
independent angry that the change would affect their profits,” Captain Typho explained. 


“What I still don’t understand is why they targeted Senator Amidala,” Senator Dowmeia 
shrugged. 


“T believe it could have been any one of us. I was just the lucky one,” Padmé smiled to the 
Quarren before looking up to Captain Typho, “Thank you, Captain, for all the hard work 
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you’ve put into the investigation. I must admit that my mind has been elsewhere lately and I 
have not paid your efforts the attention they deserve.” 


Captain Typho smiled at the veiled excuse for Senator Amidala’s ‘inattention’, “I am 
happy to, milady. It is my duty to you.” 


The Chancellor’s office door opened as they approached and he waved them in with a 
grandfatherly smile. He greeted each Senator personally with a kind word and a glass of 
meiloorun juice, but when Padmé came to him, he held her hands and kissed her on both 
cheeks. 


“My dear, I cannot overstate how happy I am to see you,” Chancellor Palpatine handed her 
a glass and escorted her in to sit next to Senator Clovis who had arrived earlier, “Please, 
please, come and relax.” 


“Hello, Senator Amidala,” Senator Clovis stood and bowed deeply to her. 


“Hello, Senator Clovis,” she nodded her head in response and sat next to him, “How have 
you been?” 


“Much better than you, I expect. The peace treaties have proved more profitable than we 
first projected. And we have you to thank for all of it, Senator Amidala,” he turned and placed 
a hand on her upper arm momentarily before turning back to everyone else. 


“Hear, hear!” the Chancellor raised his glass in a toast, “To Senator Amidala’s bravery and 
recovery!” 


They toasted and drank deeply from the crystal goblets. Padmé felt strange being the 
center of attention. How did Anakin handle the pressure from every decision and word he 
spoke being out in the open, available for anyone to read into? 


“Thank you, my friends,” she shifted back into her role and voice as Senator of Naboo, “I 
am so grateful to see you all and for the wonderful work of my medical team and my security 
team. I’m very happy to say that my recovery has gone well and I am excited to get back to 
service.” 


“There’s the tenacity we love,” Clovis smiled at her and fixed his gaze on her lips 
momentarily before raising his glass again. 


“Every one of you was absolutely critical to the success on Ringo Vinda,” the Chancellor 
walked around the room as he assessed each Senate member, “I sincerely believe that your 
skills and personalities worked very well together and made you even stronger.” 


Senator Organa nodded, “I agree, Chancellor Palpatine. Each of us were able to connect 
with the leaders in a different way. The different perspectives that each member brought were 
essential to forming a peace treaty that they were willing to sign.” 


Chancellor Palpatine moved to stand behind the couch where Senator Clovis and Padmé 
were sitting before saying, “Not to mention the benefit to the Banking Clan!” 


Clovis nodded happily as the Chancellor clapped his hands on Clovis’s shoulders in 
support, “Absolutely, Chancellor. I believe more integration with the Banking Clan and Trade 
Federation will help us push towards victory.” 
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“Well,” Palpatine removed his hands from Rush’s shoulders and moved to stand behind 
Padmé. She turned to look at him, not entirely trusting his movements in the same way she 
scrutinized his words, “In all this excitement, let us not forget to also rest and take care of 
ourselves,” he looked at Padmé’s face before moving his gaze downward. 


Was he looking at her breasts? No... Padmé’s eyes narrowed as she watched the 
Chancellor’s gaze settle upon her stomach. He stared for a long moment as the room was 
silent before saying, more to Padmé than anyone else, “We must ensure our safety and health 
during these difficult times. Especially when we find our conditions to be... delicate.” 


Ice shot through Padmé’s veins as she watched him stare at her stomach for a moment 
longer before walking back to his seat. She wanted to cover her stomach protectively, but she 
resisted the motherly protection that was innate in her. The conversation in the room 
continued, but it was muted with the pounding of Padmé’s heart in her ears. 


To the other Senators, he was simply worried about her blaster wound, but the way he had 
stared at her, not to mention where, sent a message loud and clear to her. The Chancellor had 
been staring at her unborn baby, still hidden from the world in her flat stomach, and talking 
about her pregnancy. 


How could he possibly know? Padmé’s mouth felt dry. She wasn’t really seeing or hearing 
anything as they went to the Senate floor for the Chancellor’s announcement and subsequent 
celebration. She noticed some things, like their appearances on the large screen and the 
colorful banners that many Senators had chosen to decorate their pods with, but everything 
felt as if it was a dream and she was swimming through it. 


Padmé couldn’t understand how the Chancellor knew about her pregnancy. It made her 
even more uneasy than usual to be anywhere close to him and Padmé spent the entire time 
trying to stand on the opposite side of the Chancellor’s pod. After his announcement and 
accolades, of which she heard not a single word, she spent the reception in a large ballroom 
making sure his gaze didn’t find her and nodding dumbly at words, handshakes, and 
conversations from everyone who came to her. 


Padmé knew that Captain Typho and Dormé could tell that she was not feeling like herself, 
especially after she did not contribute enough to keep her conversation with Senator 
Onaconda Farr going. 


“Milady, are you feeling alright?” Dormé whispered as Senator Farr left with a hurt look 
on his face, “Senator Farr is one of your family’s oldest friends and you barely spoke to him.” 


Padmé shook her head, unable to keep the ruse up any longer, “I actually don’t feel well.” 


“Ts it the baby? Or your wound?” Padmé knew that Dormé’s prying was kind hearted, but 
she shushed her quickly and asked Captain Typho to take them home. 


Senator Organa and Senator Clovis looked sad to see her go, but Dormé was able to 
politely excuse them early after Senator Clovis insisted on kissing Padmé’s hand. 


“I’m sorry, Dormé,” she finally felt safe enough to speak only once they were back at her 
apartment, “I was getting some terrible feelings about the Chancellor.” 
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“The Chancellor? He does make me uncomfortable at times,” Dormé agreed as she helped 
her to remove her glass earrings, “And I apologize, milady. As soon as I inquired about the 
baby, I knew I had done the wrong thing.” 


Padmé felt scared, frustrated, and sad, “If it was a normal situation, I would have no 
problem with my pregnancy being public. But we cannot risk Anakin’s position in the Jedi 
Council. This is a secret we must keep between us.” 


“T understand, milady. It will not happen again,” Dormé bowed her head and left Padmé 
alone once her headpiece was safely stored away. 


Even in the relative safety of her home, Padmé could not shake the chilling shock she had 
experienced as the Chancellor stared at her, through her, right to her unborn child. She had 
never felt anything like it and part of her wondered if she was overreacting. Perhaps it had 
been a mere coincidence, but it felt like much more than that. The confusing part was the fact 
that there was no possible way Chancellor Palpatine could know about her pregnancy, not 
when Padmé and Anakin themselves had barely found out. Then again... Anakin. 


Padmé sat in a chair and thought deeper on what Anakin had said about the Chancellor. He 
was a nice man, but Anakin felt similarly confused about his relationship with him as Padmé 
did. Would Anakin have told Chancellor Palpatine the news on his way to the Jedi Temple? It 
seemed very unlikely and uncharacteristic, but it was the only answer that made her feel 
slightly calmer. 
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Chapter 9 


Padmé threw herself into her work more than ever in the weeks after Anakin’s departure. 
Palpatine’s odd attention on her had waned somewhat, but the memory she had of his 
otherworldly stare also kept her motivated. Regardless of what Typho and Dormé tried to 
reassure her of, Padmé knew that she was partially responsible for the power that Chancellor 
Palpatine now had over the Senate. She would fight harder than she ever had, no matter the 
cost, before she let him have even more control over the Republic. 


Senator Mothma had come to visit Padmé a couple days after their recognition on the 
Senate floor. Thankfully, Mon had paid more attention to what Chancellor Palpatine had said 
in his speech than Padmé had been able to. Unfortunately, they both felt that the words Mon 
had heard only further highlighted the ease with which Palpatine could twist people in power 
around his finger. 


Mon Mothma had suggested that Padmé take a break from her anti-slavery bills and 
Padmé begrudgingly agreed. She had to admit that Senator Mothma was correct; people could 
not see the connection between slavery and the war as easily as she could. Everyone was only 
worried about the here and now. 


“The fact is, the war is taking up the full capacity of everyone’s attention,” she had told 
Padmé kindly, “And not the behind the scenes machinations, but the death they see on the 
HoloNet.” 


“All I want... all we want,” she motioned to her friend across from her, “Is an end to this 
fighting. But when the fighting is all that people focus on, how can we redirect their 
attention?” 


Padmé felt, not for the first time, that the full focus on the war was not simply a 
psychological happening. It benefited too many people to work in the shadows unnoticed for 
long periods of time. Perhaps the majority of people didn’t notice or care about the strings 
that were being pulled in various directions by very powerful people, but Padmé knew it had 
to be the essence of the Clone War. 


“We have to show them that a future without fighting is more beneficial to them than 
whatever current circumstance they find themselves in,” Mon thought out loud. 


“What do you think about focusing on Clone personhood?” Padmé asked. 


Mon looked out at the steady stream of traffic from the apartment’s large windows for a 
long moment before answering, “If we can capture the hearts of our fellow Senators... to 
show them how the war is affecting our troops not just in numbers, but also as people who 
deserve the same rights we give their Jedi generals, well...” 


“Tt’s worth a try?” Padmé finished her friend’s thought hopefully. 


Mon Mothma nodded slowly before turning her full attention back to Padmé, “You know 
that you will always have mine and Bail’s support.” 
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For a while, she hadn’t known that for sure. Of course, she had hoped, but it felt wonderful 
to hear where her alliances lie verbalized. 


“T have never thought of myself as an idealist. But now I fear the way we view the world 
will forever be destroyed by this war. Listening to one another is far less profitable in the 
short term compared to the black and white thinking that helps people to sell fear,” Padmé 
stretched her neck before standing up, but Mon Mothma stayed seated on her couches. 


“T understand your schedule is very busy,” Mon’s voice was much quieter now, “But 
Padmé, I must ask you something.” 


She sat back down and leaned forward in order to hear Senator Mothma better. Dormé 
shifted in the corner of the room, but did not come closer. She knew this was a moment that 
Padmé should choose whether or not to share with her. 


Senator Mothma looked around, as if Padmé’s apartment may be bugged or the Chancellor 
would pop out from behind a piece of furniture, before leaning even closer, “Diplomacy is not 
dead, but it is being intentionally sacrificed. We’ve worked in many dangerous situations 
before, but it is very rare that peace cannot be found when people listen to one another. Do 
you truly believe the Republic is doing all it can to end this war that the Chancellor 
supposedly hates so much?” 


Padmé understood the Senator’s reticence now. She had heard whispers, suggestions, and 
veiled concerns only on rare occasions, but what Senator Mothma was suggesting was 
practically treason. 


With every word that came in her answer, Padmé felt a cold chill of fear run down her 
spine, “No, I don’t.” 


Senator Mothma sat back up and smoothed her clothing down, “Right. Well, thank you, 
Senator Amidala. I always appreciate your hospitality.” 


Padmé stood with her friend and escorted her to the front door, full diplomat masks back 
on both of them, “Of course, Senator Mothma. I do hope to speak with you again soon.” 


Mon looked behind her shoulder as the doors opened and gave Padmé a sad smile before 
leaving. Padmé sat back down on her couch, slightly stunned. She had never seen Mon look 
like that before. She thought briefly of the way Anakin looked, sad and peaceful, and 
wondered what else must be swirling around in the Senator’s mind. To even speak her 
thoughts out loud took immense trust and Padmé felt grateful that she had chosen to share it 
with her. 


The future of the Republic had never felt so unsure, but she felt secure in knowing that her 
allies were by her side, seeing what she had suspected for quite some time. 


The sun had set on Coruscant long ago, but Senator Amidala was still at her desk. Mon 
Mothma had been right, she decided, and since their discussion Padmé’s had been furiously 
working at creating a new Clone personhood bill intended to tug on the Senate’s heartstrings. 


Well, as furiously as a pregnant woman could work while still taking care of herself and 
her baby. Her medical droid had sternly told her that she could only drink one cup of caf a 
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day, she had to use the refresher much more often, and she took frequent walks outside to try 
and ease her swelling ankles. 


The baby was still too small for her to feel its movements, but Padmé’s heart leaped each 
time she felt nauseous. What had once been the most annoying symptom was now a rarer 
reminder of the tiny life she was growing. A tiny life that she and Anakin had made together. 


Most intrusive to her work, Padmé was tired all the time. She had asked for Captain 
Typho, Dormé, and C-3P0 to leave her while she finished editing the third section of her new 
bill’s first draft, but while the Coruscant lights gleamed outdoors, illuminating the active 
nightlife of people looking for fun and love, Dormé was quietly laying a blanket over Padmé 
as she slept at her desk. The lights in her apartment dimmed after the security team shifted 
posts and Senator Amidala slept on in a world that she knew would be near impossible. 


She saw herself, Anakin, and their child, a small boy with bright eyes, playing in the fields 
of Naboo. The massive waterfalls she loved so much flowed effortlessly in the background. 
Their child ran circles around them before going down onto all fours and imitating a Shaak. 
Anakin’s laughter ran clear in her ears and Padmé held tightly to his arm. She refused to ever 
be apart from him again. 


She heard herself yelling their child’s name when he got too far from them, but when she 
looked back up to her husband, his face had shifted. He was still smiling at her, but his smile 
had become twisted, almost demented. There was no light behind his eyes. With a shock, 
Padmé realized they were golden. She tried to pull away from him, but he held tight to her 
with his mechno-arm. It hurt and soon she stopped struggling to get away from him. 


Padmé leapt up from her desk as her holoprojector beeped loudly and brought her out of 
the dream turned nightmare. Her eyes were filled with the terrifying husband that had stood 
next to her and her ears rang with the name of their child. Luke. Luke. Luke. 


It took her another moment to realize that her holoprojector was chiming and another 
moment for her to fully get her bearings. Her apartment was dark and Padmé shivered 
involuntarily before standing to go to her bedroom. A small bit of warmth reached her as she 
realized Dormé had placed a blanket on her and she clutched it like a shield as she padded her 
way down the hall. 


By the time Padmé entered her bedroom and turned on the lights, she had convinced 
herself that it was just a silly dream. In the warm light of her personal room it felt more like a 
nightmare created by the long nights and stress she had placed on herself and less like a 
strange warning. Besides, people couldn’t see the future, she reminded herself. Padmé vowed 
to take better care of herself and her baby before washing her face in the refresher. 


Once she was calmed down and comfortable in her bed, Padmé grabbed her holoprojector. 
She hoped it was Senator Organa or Senator Mothma, maybe even her parents. After all, she 
could use a familiar voice right now. But her excitement rose to new levels when Anakin’s 
blue form appeared in front of her. For a moment, Padmé was confused on how he had gotten 
her personal channel until she remembered Captain Rex’s kindness. She silently thanked the 
Clone trooper and hoped she could thank him in person soon. 


“Padmé,” Anakin said her name like a song and her heart soared, “I miss you so much. I’m 
so glad I can at least send you messages now. I can’t tell you where I am right now, but I’m 
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stuck in the Outer Rim.” 


Anakin made a face and Padmé giggled. She knew that he would rather be anywhere else 
in the galaxy than the area where he had grown up. 


“Tt seems like we will be here for a while, but if I have anything to say about it, it will be 
quick.” 


His hair was continuing to grow and Padmé grinned at how handsome it made him. But 
the tired lines on his face and his disheveled appearance told Padmé that he had been on the 
battlefield recently. She hoped the fighting wasn’t as constant as it seemed. 


“T love you,” Anakin smiled at her, “And I love our baby. I’ll talk to you soon. Keep 
yourself safe.” 


The message cut off. Padmé sighed and held the Holoprojector close to her heart. The 
memory she had of his twisted smile evaporated as she closed her eyes and held the image of 
his Holomessage in her mind. When she reached out across the galaxy for the tiny light, she 
felt it again, warming her soul. 


It had been an especially long day on the Senate Floor. It was three weeks since the Ringo 
Vinda team’s reception, but the Chancellor kept using their success as a chance to laud the 
members every chance he got. The more he did it, the faker it felt, and the more time was 
wasted in their discussions. It practically felt mocking. Padmé was annoyed, frankly, and was 
looking forward to taking a long bath when she got home. She was almost out the door to the 
hangar when Bail Organa caught up to them. 


“Senator Amidala,” Bail Organa bowed his head to her, Dormé, and Captain Typho. 


“Senator Organa,” she greeted him and walked closer. She could forgo some relaxation 
time for him. Surprisingly, he pulled her into a warm hug. 


“Tt is so wonderful to have you back on the Senate floor. I’m sure you’ve heard that from 
everyone, but I had to tell you myself,” Organa whispered to her. 


Padmé smiled into his chest and as they broke away she reciprocated, “Hearing it from you 
is what I needed. I am very glad to be back, even if I can barely speak for the Chancellor’s 
complimentary interruptions.” 


Bail chuckled heartily before asking, “Would you be interested in going for a walk with 
me?” 

“That sounds wonderful,” Padmé said. 

Senator Organa looked up at Typho and received an agreeing nod from both Padmé’s and 
his own captain of security. They went into the nearest turbolift and went down to the first 
floor of the Senate building. Dormé followed behind them at a respectful distance. Without 


saying a word, both of them knew they were going to the gardens in the Senate Plaza, a place 
they had been countless times before. 
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Once they were there, Bail walked slowly with his arms behind his back, admiring the 
chinar trees as Padmé walked next to him, appreciating the quiet and fragrant air. 


“Have you not spent enough time with me these past days, Senator?” Padmé finally teased 
after they had walked in silence for a while. 


“T always appreciate your company, Senator Amidala,” Organa smiled down at her, “But 
my request for a walk with you was also self-serving.” 


“T cannot imagine such a thing from you,” Padmé smiled at him. 

“T don’t know what I’m going to do, Padmé,” Bail surprised her by using her first name. 
“What do you mean?” 

“My re-election is coming up soon and I’m seriously considering withdrawing.” 
“What?” Padmé stopped suddenly, “You can’t be serious! We need you!” 

Senator Organa chuckled, “I thought you may say that.” 


Padmé realized she was being incredibly selfish, but she couldn’t help herself, “The Senate 
needs more level headed people like yourself, not less. I can’t imagine doing this without 
you.” 


“Your words are too kind, Senator, but I think someone who ran a planet at age fourteen 
will have enough willpower to do anything she sets out to do, with or without me.” 


“That’s not true,” Padmé’s voice grew quiet and she realized she was about to cry. She bit 
down on her tongue to keep herself quiet as the two continued walking. 


Finally, after her emotions were less intense, she opened her mouth again, “Why are you 
considering withdrawing?” 


Senator Organa brought them over to a bench underneath the chinar trees and sat down 
before answering her question, “It’s quite simple, really. I’m not as young as I used to be, and 
Breha and I would really like to have a child.” 


As if on cue, Padmé’s stomach churned, “That would be wonderful,” she answered 
honestly. 


“We think so, too. Breha and I cannot have our own children, but there is no reason we 
cannot adopt one. We would love to have a little girl,” his eyes glittered as he looked at 
Padmé. 


Padmé realized that seeing her friend happy was more important to her than her own 
needs. She reached to touch the top of his hands, “Well, if you feel you cannot be both a 
father and a Senator, then I understand.” 


“In the past, it seemed easy enough. So many Senators did it. But our marriage alone has 
been so affected by the darkness these days,” Senator Organa said. 


Tell me about it, Padmé thought sadly. 


“You would be missed terribly. Your effect on the Senate has done more for the people 
than I can even describe,” Padmé told him honestly, “And your friendship has kept me strong 
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during the worst of days.” 


“T will let you know when I decide,” he squeezed her hands tightly before standing up, 
“Thank you, Padmé. For everything.” 


They stayed like that for a moment, looking at each other, before Bail extended his hand 
down to her, “Would you like to walk together to the hangar?” 


Padmé shook her head gently before mustering up a smile, “I think I’ll enjoy the gardens a 
little longer.” 


“And Bail,” she said as he turned to leave, “Thank you.” 


He nodded goodbye to her and left her and Dormé to smell the scent of spice that the 
Alderaan trees gave off. She placed her hands on her stomach before realizing there were 
others around and removed it immediately. 


Would she be able to do the same thing for her child? Sacrifice everything that she had 
worked for? She didn’t know whether putting her own child’s well-being above the rest of the 
galaxy’s was the right thing to do, but she also didn’t blame Bail for considering such a thing. 
Was it worth it to try and pick up the crumbling pieces of the Republic when she could start 
with a fresh foundation instead? 


Padmé turned over Bail’s words in her mind as they traveled back to her apartment. A 
baby changed everything in her future, whether she wanted it to or not. But the burden that 
she had of being associated with the child wasn’t required of Anakin. Perhaps she would 
leave the Senate, if only to shield him from the Council’s scrutiny. As long as they didn’t find 
out he was the father, he could study and train enough to become a Master. That was, if she 
could convince him to keep their marriage secret after the war, which she knew he did not 
want. 


Padmé’s head felt thick and heavy as she tried to imagine a future where she raised their 
child away from the Senate. Her dream flashed briefly in her mind, reminding her that she 
had already imagined such a thing. What about the children in Separatist occupied spaces or 
those on Coruscant who were starving? How could she have a family when others were being 
torn apart? 


Though if she was honest with herself, she wanted Anakin and herself to leave it all. 
Anakin was on just that path. What if she didn’t stop him from telling everyone about their 
marriage? If she allowed him to do what he wanted, they could go wherever was best for 
them. Padmé wanted to go back to Naboo. It would be the perfect place to pull both of them 
out of the toxic environments that were failing on every level. But the war would eventually 
touch Naboo. There was no escaping their responsibility. 


For the first time in her life, though it wouldn’t be the last, Padmé wasn’t sure what the 
right thing to do was. 


End 
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